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PRE $A CE 


A the occasion of this Poem was real, not 

fiditions; so the method pursucd in it was 
rather imposed, by what spontancously arose in the 
Author's mind, on that occasion, than meditated, 
or designed; which will appear very probable 
from the nature of it. For it differs from the com- 
mon mode of poetry, which is from long narrations 
to draw short morals. Here, on the contrary, the 
varrative is short, and* the morality arising from 
it makes the bulk of the Poem. The reason of it 


is, that the facts mentioned did naturally pour these 


moral reflections on the thought of the Writer. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The present edition has been carefully printed 
from one corrected by the Author, and published 
in his life time, and various passages omitted in 
subsequent editions have been restored, in con- 
formity with the original. 
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COMPLAINT. 


NIGHT I, 
Ox LIFE, DEATH, AND IMMORTALITY, 


— 


To the Right Honourable 
ARTHUR ONSLOW, Esq. 
Speaker of the Hause of Commons. 


IR'D Naturc's sweet restorer, balmy Sleep! 
He, like the world, his rcady visit pays 
Where fortune smiles; the wretched he forsakes 3 

Swift on his downy pinion flies from woe, 
And lights on hds unsully'd with a tear. 

From short (as usual) and disturb'd repose, 
| wake : how happy they who wake no more! 
Yer that were vain, if dreams infest the grave. 
I wake, emerging from a sea of dreams 
Tumultuous; where my wreck'd desponding 

thought 
From wave to wave of fancy'd misery, 
At random drove, her helm of reason lost; 
Tho" now restor'd, 'tis only change of pain, 
A bitter change; severer for severe: 
The day too sliort for my distress ! and #724, 
kv'ninthe zenith of her dark domain, 
Je Sunslline, to the colour of iuy fate. 
| Night, 


2 THE COMPLAINT. NIGHT 1, 


Night, sable goddess ! from her 202 throne, 
In rayless majesty, now stretches forth 
Her leaden sceptre o'er a slumb'ring world; 
Silence, how dead! and darkness how profound 
Nor eye, nor list'ning ear an object finds; 
Creation sleeps. Tis, as the gen'ral pulse 
Of life stood still, and Nature made a pause; 
An awful pause ! prophetic of her end. 
And let her prophecy be soon fulfill'd ; 
Fate! drop the curtain; I can lose no more. 

Silence and Darkness ! solemn sisters! twins 

From ancient Night, whonurse the tender Thought 
To Reason, and on reason build resolve, 


(That column of true majesty in man) 


Assist me: I will thank you in the grave; 

The grave, your kingdom: there this frame shall fal 

A victim sacred to your dreary shrine. 5 

But what are ye? Tou, who didst put to flight 

Primæval Silence, when the Morning-stars, 

Exulting, shouted o'er the rising ball; 

O thou ! whose word from solid dar ness struck 

That spark, the sun, strike wisdom from my soul; 

My soul which flies to thee, her trust, her treasure; 

As misers to their gold, while others rest. 

Thro' this opaque of nature, and of soul, 

This double night, transmit one pirying ray, 

To lighten, and to cheer : O lead my mind, 

(A mind that fain would wander from its woe, } 

Lead it thro? various scenes of /;fe and death, 

And from each scene the noblest truths inspire: 

Nor less inspire my conduct, than my song; 

Teach my best reason, reason; my best will 

Teach rectitude; and fix my firm resolve 

Wisdom to wed, and pay her long arrear 1 
gl er 
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Nor let the vial of thy vengeance pour'd 
On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 
The bell strikes one: we take no note of time, 
But from its loss. To give it then a tongue 
Is wise in man. As if an angel spoke, 
I feel the solemn sound. If heard aright, 
It is the &nell of my departed hours; 
Where are they? With the years beyond the flood: 


It is the signal that demands dispatch; 


How much 1s to be done ? My hopes and fears 
Start up alarm'd, and o'er life's narrow verge 

Look down---on what? A fathomless abyss 

A dread eternity! how surely mine / 

And can eternity belong to me, 


Poor pensioner on the bountics of an hour? 


How poor! how rich ! how abject ! how august! 
How complicate! how wonderful, is man 
How passmg wonder He, who made him such! 
Who center'd in our make such strange extremes 
From different natures, marvelously mixt, 
Connection exquisite of distant worlds 
Distinguisht %%, in being's endless chain 
Midway from Nothing to the Deity“ 
A beam ethereal sully'd, and absorpt 
Tho' sully'd, and dishonour'd, still divine 
Dim miniature of greatness absolute ! 
An heir of glory! a frail child of dust! 
Helpless immortal! insect inte 
A worm ! a god! I tremble at myself, 
And in myself am lost! At home a stranger, 
Thought wanders up and down, surpris'd, aghast, 
And wond'ring at her 02x how Komen reels ! 
O what a miracle to man is man, 
Triumphantly distress'd ! what joy, what dread ? 
Alternately transported and alarm'd ! 

B 2 Wha! 
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What can preserve my life? or what destroy? 

An angel's arm can't snatch me from the grave 
Legions of angels can't confine me there. 

"T's past conjecture; all things rise in proof: 
While o'er my limbs sleep's soft dominion __ 
What, tho' my soul phantastic measures trod, 
O'er fairy fields; or mourn'd along the gloom 
Of pathless woods; or down the craggy steep 
Hurl'd headlong, swam with pain the mantled pool; 
Or scal'd the cliff; or danc'd on hollow winds, 
With antic Shapes, wild natives of the brain ? 

Her ceaseless flight, tho' devious, speaks her nature 
Of subtler essence than the trodden clod ; | 
Active, atrial, tow'ring, unconfin'd, 

Unfetter'd with her gross companion's fall: 
Ex'n silent night proclaims my soul immortal: 
Ev'n silent night proclaims eternal day: 

For human weal, Heaven husbands all events, 
Dull sleep instructs, nor sport vain dreams in vain, 

Why then Heir loss deplore, that are not lost? 
Why wanders wretched Thought their tombs 
Jn infidel distress? Are argels there? around, 
Slumbers, rak'd up in dust, ethereal fire ? 

They live! they greatly live a hfe on carth 
Unkindled, unconceiv'd; and from an eye 

Of tenderness, let heav'nly pity fall 

On me, more justly number'd with the dead ; 
This is the desart, ths the solitude : 

How populous ! how vital, is the grave ! 

This is Creation's melancholy vault, 

The vale funercal, the sad cypress gloom ; 

The land of apparitions, empty shades : 

All, all on earth is shadow, all beyond 

Is gubstance; the reverse is Folly's creed: 
How solid all, where change shall be no more ! 
| This 
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This is the bud of being, the dim dawn, 
The twilight of our day, the vestibule; 
Life's theatre as yet is shut, and Death, 
Strong Death alone can heave the massy bar, 
This gross impediment of clay remove, 

And make us embryos of existence free. 
From real life, but little more remote 

Is He, not yet a candidate for light, 

The future embryo, slumbering in his sire. 
Embryos we must be, till we burst the shell, 
Von ambient, azure shell, and spring to life, 


The life of gods: O transport] and of man. 


Yer man, fool man ! here burys all his thoughts; 
Enters celestial hopes without one sigh: 
Prisoner of earth, and pent beneath the moon, 
Here pinions all his wishes; wing'd by Heav'n 
To fly at infinite; and reach it there, 
Where seraphs gather immortality, | 
On life's fair tree, fast by the throne of God: 
What golden joys ambrosial clust' ring glow, 
In His full beam, and ripen for the just, 
Where momentary ages are no more! 
Where time, and pain, and chance, and death expire! 
And is it in the flight of threescore years, 


Jo push eternity from human thought, 


And smother souls immortal in the dust? 
A soul immortal, spending all her fires, 
Wasting her strength in strenuous idleness, 
Thrown into tumult, raptur'd, or alarm'd, * 
At aught this scene can threaten, or indulge, 
R<sembles ocean into tempest wrought, 
To waft a feather, or to drown a fly. 

Where falls this censure? It o'erwhelms myself. 
How was my heart encrusted by the world! 
O how self-fetter'd was my grov'ling soul! 

B 3 How, 
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How, like a worm, was I wrapt round and round 

In silken thought, which reptile fancy spun, 

Till darken'd reason lay quite clouded o'er 

With soft conceit of endless comfort here, 

Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the skics ! 
Night-visions may befriend (as sung above) 

Our waking dreams are fatal: how I dreamt 

Of things impossible! (could sleep do more?) 

Of joys perperual in perpetual change! 

Of stable pleasures on the tossing wave! 

Eternal sunshine in the storms of life ! 

How richly were my noontide trances hung 


With gorgeous tapestries of pictur'd joys ! 


Joy behind joy, in endless perspective! 
Till at Death's toll, whose restless iron tongue 
Calls daily for his millions at a meal, 
Starting I woke, and found myself undone. 
Where now my frenzy's pompous furniture ? 
The cobwed'd cottage, with its ragged wall 
Of mould'ring mud, is royalty to me 
The sprder's most attenuated thread 
Ts cord, is cable, to man's tender tie 
On carthly bliss ; it breaks at every breeze. 
O ye blest scenes of permanent delight! 
Full, above measure! lasting, beyond bound! 
A perpetuity of bliss, is uliss. 
Could you, so rich in rapture, fear an end, 
That ghastly thought would drink up all your joy, 
And quite unparadise the realms of light. 
Safe are you lodg'd above these rolling spheres; 
The balcful influence of whose giddy dance, . 
Sheds sad vicissitude on all beneath. 
Here teems with revolutions every Hour; 
And rarely for the better; or the best, 
More mortal than the common births of Fate. . 
| ach 
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Hach Moment has its sickle, emulous 
Of Time's enormous scythe, whose ample swee 
Strikes empires from the root; each Moment plays 
His little weapon in the narrow sphere 
Of sweet domestic comfort, and cuts down 
The fairest bloom of sublunary bliss. 

Bliss! sublunary bliss! proud words! and vain: 
Implicit treason to divine decree ! | 
A bold invasion of the rights of Heaven! 
I clasp'd the phantoms, and I found them air. 
O had I weigh'd it ere my fond embrace, 
What darts of agony had miss'd my heart! 
Death! great proprictor of all! tis thine 
To tread out empire, and to quench the stars; 
The Sun himself by thy permission shines; 
And, one day, thou shalt pluck him from his sphere. 
Amid such mighty plunder, why exhaust 
Thy partial quiver on a mark so mean? 


Why thy peculiar rancor wreak'd on me? 


Insatiate archer | could not one Suffice ? 
Thy shaft flew thrice ; and thrice my peace was slain; 
And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had fill'd her horn. 
O Cynthia ! why $0 pale? dost thou lament 
Thy wretched neighbour ? grieve, to see thy wheel 
Of ceaseless change outwhirl'd in human life? 
How wanes my Gorrow'd bliss? from Fortunes 
Precarious courtesy! not Virtuc's sure, [smile, 
Self-given, solar, ray of sound delight. 

In every vary'd posture, place, and hour, 
How widow'd every thought of every joy ! 
Thought, busy thought! too busy for my * l 
Thro' the dark postern of time long elaps'd, 
Led softly, by the stillness of the night, 
Led, like a murderer, (and such it proves!) 
Strays, wretched rover! o'er the pleasing ast; 
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In yu of wretchedness perversely strays; 
And finds all desart zow ; and meets the ghosts 
Of my departed joys, a num'rous train ! 
I rue the riches of my former fate ; 
Sweet comfort's blasted clusters I lament ; 
I tremble at the blessings once so dear; 
And every pleasure pains me to the heart, 
Vet why complain? or why complain for one? 
Hangs out the Sun his lustre but for me ? 
The single man? are angels all beside? 
J mourn for millions : 'tis the common lot; 
In fis shape or in that, has fate entail'd 
The mother's throes on all of woman born, 
Not more the children, than sure heirs of Parr. 
War, Famine, Pest, Volcano, Storm and Fire, 
Intestine Broils, Oppression, with her heart 
Wrapt up in tripple brass, besiege mankind : 
God's image, disinherited of day, 
Here, plung'd in mines, forgets a sun was made; 
There, beings deathless as their haughty lord, 
Are hammer'd to the galling oar for life; 
And plough the winter's wave, and reap despair: 
Some, for — masters, broken under arms, 
In battle lopp'd away, with half their limbs, 
Beg bitter bread thru' realms the ir valour sav'd, 
If so the tyrant, or his minion, doom: 
ant, and incurable Disease (tell pair!) 
On hopeless multitudes remorseless Seize 
At once; and make a refuge of the grave: 
How groaning hosptals eject their dead 
What numbers groan for sad admission there 
What numbers, once in Fortune's lap high-fed, 
Solicit the cold Hand of Charity 
Jo shock us more, solicit it in vain | 
Le viiken sons of Pleasure! since in pains 
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You rue more modish visits, visit here, | 
And breathe from your debauch : give, and reduce 
Surfeit's dominion o'er you: but so great 
Your impudence, you blush at what is right! 

Happy! did sorrow $eize on 5%c/ alone: 
Not Prudence can defend, or Virtue save. 
Discase invades the chastest Temperance z 
And Punishment the guiltless ; and Alarm 
'Thro” thickest shades pursues the fond of peace; 
Man's caution often into danger turns, 
And his guard falling crushes him to death. 
Not Happiness itself makes good her name; 
Our very wishes give us not our wish; i 
How distant oft the thing we doat on most, 
From that for which we doat, felicity ! 
The smoothest course of Nature has its pains; 
And truest friends, thro' error, wound our rest; 
Without misfortune, what calamities! 
And what hostilities, without a foe ! 
Nor are foes wanting to the best on carth : 
But endless is the list of human ills, 
And sighs might sooner fail, than cause to sigh. 

A part how small of the terraqueous globe 
Is tenanted by man ! the rest a was/e, | 
Rocks, desarts, frozen seas, and burning sands 
Wild haunts of monsters, poisons, stings, and death: 
Such is earth's melancholy map! but far 
More sad! this earth is a true map of mar: 
So bounded are its haughty lord's its 
To Wee's wide empire; where deep troubles toss; 
Loud Sorrows howl ; envenom'd passions bite; 
Rav ' nous calamities our vitals seize; 
And threat'ning fate wide opens to devour. 

What then am I, who sorrow for myself? 
In age, in infancy, from other's aid 

Is 
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Ts all our hope; to teach us to be Id. 

That, Nature's firs/, last lesson to mankind : 

The selfish heart deserves the pain it feels; 

More gen'rous Sorrow, while it sinks, cxalts, 

And conscious Virtue, mitigates the pang. 

Nor Virtue, more than Prudence, bids me give 
Swoln thought a second channel; who divide, 
They weaken too, the torrent of their grief. 
Take, then, O world! thy much-indebtcd tear; 
How sad a sight is human happiness, 

To those whose thought can pierce beyond an hour! 
O thou! whate'er thou art, Whose heart exulrs ! 
Wouldst thou I should congratulate thy fate ? 

T know thou wouldst; thy Pride demands it from me. 
Let thy Pride pardon, what thy Nature needs, 
The salutary censure of a friend: 

Thou happy wretch / by blindness art thou blest ; 
By dotage dandled to perpetual smiles : 

Know, smzler! at thy peril art thou pleas'd; 


Thy pleasure is the promise of thy pain. 
Mi gortunc, like a creditor severe, 


But rises in demand for her delay; 

She makes a scourge of past prosperity, 

To sting thee more, and double thy distress. 
Lorenzo, Fortune makes her court to thee: 

Thy fond heart dances, while the syrex sings. 

Dear is thy welfare; think me not unkind 

1 would not damp, but to secure thy joys : 

Think not that y is sacred to the storm: 


Stand on thy guard against the suiies of Fate. 


Is Heaven tremendous in its frown ? most sure: 

And in its favours formidable too 

Its favours here are trials, not rewards ; 

A call to duty, not discharge from care 

And should alarm us, full as much as woes+ + 
| Awake 
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Awake us to their cause, and consequence 
O'er our scan'd conduct give a jealous eye; 
And make us tremble, weigh'd with our desert ; 
Awe nature's tumult, and chastise her joys, 
Lest while we clasp, we kill them; nay invert 
To worse than simple misery, their charms : 
Revolted joys, like foes in civil war, | 
Like bosom friendships to resentment sour'd, 
With rage envenom'd rise against our peace. 
Beware what earth calls happiness; beware 
All joys, but joys that never can expire: 
Who builds on less than an immortal base, 
Fond as he seems, condemns his joys to death. 

Mine dy'd with thee, Philarder ! thy last sigh 
Dissolv'd the charm ; the disenchanted carth 
Lost all her lustre : where, her glitt'ring tow'rs ? 
Her golden mountains, Where? all darken'd down 
To naked waste; a dreary vale of tears: 
The great magician's dead! Thou poor, pale piece 
Of outcast earth, in darkness] what a change 
From yesterday! Thy darling hope so near, 
(Long-labour'd prize!) O how ambition flush'd 
Thy glowing cheek ? ambition truly great, 
Of virtuous praise: Death's subtle sced within, 
(Sly, treacherous miner!) working in the dark, 
Smil'd at thy weR-concerted scheme, and beckon'd 
The worm to riot on that rose so red, 
Unfaded e'er it fell; one moment's prey ! 

Man's foresight is conditionally wise; 
Lorenzo! Wisdom into Folly turns 
Oft, the first instant, its idea fair 
To labouring Thought is born. How dim our eye ! 
The present moment terminates our sight: 
Clouds, thick as those on Doomsday, drownthe xe.r7; 
We penetrate, we prophesy in vain, 

| Time 


IS THE COMPLAINT. NIGUT t. 


Time is dealt out by particles; and each, 
E'er mingled with the streaming sands of life, 
By Fate's inviolable oath is sworn 5 
Deep silence,“ Where eternity begins.“ 

By nature's law, what may 3y may be 10, 
There's no prerogative in human hours : 

In human hearts what bolder thought can rise, 
Than man's presumption on to-morrow 's dawn 2? 
Where is to-morrow ? In another world. 

For numbers this is certain ; che reversc 

Is sure to none; and yet on this perhaps, 

This peradventrure, infamous for lies, 

As on a rock of adamant we build 

Our mountain-hopes ; spin out eternal schemes, 
As we the fatal sisters could outspin, 

And, big with life's futurities, expire. 

Not even Philander had bespoke his shroud; 
Nor had he cause, a warning was deny 'd; 
How many fall as sudden, not as safe 
As sudden, tho' for years admonisht home 
Of human ills the last extreme beware, 
Beware, Lor:1%9 ! a slow-sudden deati:. 

How dreadful that deliberate $urprise ! 

Be wise to-day ; tie madness to deter ; 

Next day the fatal precedent will plead: 
Thus on, till wisdom is puch'd our of life 
Procrat!iaation 1s the thiet of time, 

Year after year it steals, till all are fled, 

And to the mercics of a moment leave- 

The vast eoncerns of an cternal Scene. 

If not so frequent, would not this be srrange 7 
That tis so 8 tis is stranger stil. 

Of man's miraculous mistakes, this bears 
The palm, © That all men are about to live.” 
For ever on the brink, of being born: 
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All pay themselves the compliment to think 

They, one day, shall not drivel; and their pride 

On this reversion takes up ready praise; 

At least, their own; their future selves applauds z 

How excellent that life they acer will lead 

Time lodg'd in their o Cans is Folly's vails 

Thar lodg'd in Fate's, to Wisdom they consign ; 

The thing they can't but prrpose, they postpone 

"Tis not in Folly not to scorn a fool; 

And scarce in human W1:sdom to do more, 

All promise is poor dilatory man, 

And that thro? every stage: when young, indeed, 

In full content, we sometimes nobly rest, 

Unanxious for ourselves; and only wish, 

As dutcous sons, our fathers were more wise: 

Ar thirty, man Suspects himself a fool; 

Nuo zus it at forty, and reforms his plan; 

At /iſty chides his infamous delay, 

Pushes his prudent purpose to regolve; 

In all the magnanimity of thought 

Resolves; and * : then dies the same. 
And why? because he thinks himself immortal: 

All men think all men mortal but themselves; 

Themsclves, when some alarming shock of Fate 

Strikes thro' their wounded hearts the sudden aread 

But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air, 

Soon close, where past the shaft, no trace is found: 

As, from the wing no scar the sky retains 

The parted wave no furrow from the tee; 

So dies in human hearts the thought of death: 

Even with the tender tear which Nature sheds 

O'cr those we love, we drop it in their grave. 

Can 1 forget Philander ? that were strange; 

O my full hcart!--- But 8 give it vent, 


Le 
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The longest night, tho' longer far, would fail, 
And the lar listen to my m1dnight song. 


The sprightly /ar#'s shrill matin wakes the morn ; 


Grief's sharpest thorn hard pressing on iny breast, 
Istrive, with waketul melody, to chear 

The sullen gloom, sweet Plume! like thee, 
And call the stars to listen: every star 

Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy lay. 

Yet be not vain ; there are, who thine excel, 
And charm thro” distant ages: wrapt in shade, 
Prisoner of darkness! to the silent Hours, 
How often I repeat their rage divine, 

To lull my griefs, and steal my heart from woe! 
J roll their raptures, but not catch their flame: 
Dark, though not blind, like thee, Mæoni des! 
Or, Milton! thee; ah could I reach your strain! 
Or his, who made Mœonides our oy; ! 

Man too he sung: immortal man Ising; 

Oft bursts my song beyond the bounds of life; 
W hat, oro, but immortality can please? 

O had He press'd his theme, pursu'd the track, 
Which opens out of darkness into day |! 

O had he mounted on his wing of fire, 

poar'd, where I sink, and sung immortal man! 
How had it blest mankind ! and rescu'd me ! 


END OF NIGHT THE FIRST. 
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NIGHT II. 


ON 


TIME, DEATH, FRIENDSHIP. 
CEL 


To the Right Honourable 
THE EARL OF WILMINGTON. 


* HEN the cock crew, he wept''--smote by 
that eye, 


Which looks on me, on all: that pow'r, who bids 


This midnight centinel with clarion shrill, 
Emblem of that which shall awake the dead, 
Rouse souls from slumber, into thoughts of heave. 
Shall I too weep? Where then 1s fortitude ? 
And fortitude abandon'd, where is man? 
J know the terms on which he sees the light; 
He that is born, is listed: life is war; 
Eternal war with woe : who bears it best, 
Deserves it least.--On other themes I'll dwell. 
Lorenzo] let me turn my thoughts on thee z 
And thine, on themes may profit; profit there, 
Where most thy need. Themes, too, the genuine 
growth 

Of dear Philqnder's dust. He thus, tho! dead, 

C 2 May 
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May still befricnd--What themes? Time's wore 
drous price, 

Death, friendship, and Philander's final sceng. 

Themes meet for man! and meet at ev'ry hour, 

But most at this, at midnight ever clad 

In deaths own sables; one as his realms ; 

And prone to weep ; profuse of dewy tears 

O'er nature, in her temporary tomb. 

So could ] touch these themes, as might obtain 
Thine ear; nor leave thy heart quite disengag'd, 
The good deed would delight me; half impress 
On my dark cloud an Iris, and from grief, 

Call glory. Dost thou mourn Philander's fate ? 
J know thou say'st it, says thy life the same? 
He mourns the dead, who lives as they desire. 
Where is that thrift, that avarice of TIME, 

(O glorious avarice ]) thought of death inspires, 
As rumour'd robberies endear our gold ? 

O Time! than gold more sacred; more a load 
Than lead, to fools; and fools reputed wise. 
What moment granted man without account ? 
What years are squander'd, wisdom's debt unpaid ? 
Our wealth in days all due to hat discharge. 
Haste, haste, he lies in wait, he's at the door, 
Insidious Death ! should his strong hand arrest, 
No composition sets the prisoner free. 

Eternity's inexorable chain | 
Fast binds ; and Vengeance claims the full arrear. 
How late I shudder'd on the brink ! how late 

Life call'd for her last refuge in despair ! 
That imme is mine, O Mead ! to thee I owe; 
Fain would I pay thee with eternity: 

But ill my genius answers my desire, 

My sickly song is mortal, past thy cure. 
Accept the will; it dies not with my strain. 


For 


From whom those £/4nks and tri fes, but from thee ? 
| No 


For what calls // discase, Lorenzo? not 
For e:culapian, but for moral aid. 

Thou think'st it folly to be wise too soon. 
Youth is not rich in i ; it may be, poor: 
Part with it as with money, sparing; pay 
No moment, but in purchase of its worth: 
And what its worth ask death-beds, they can tell. 
Part with it a with life, reluctant ; big 

With holy hope of nobler time to come: 

Time higher-aim'd, still nearer the great zzart 
Ot men and angels; virtue more divine. 

Is this our duty, wisdom, glory, gain? 
(These Heav'n benign in vital union binds) 
And sport we like the natives of the bough, 
When vernal suns inspire? Amusement reigns 
Man's great demand : to trifle 1s to hve : 

And is it then a trifle, too, to die? — 

Thou say's I preach, Lorenzo ! Tis confest. 

Mhat if, for once, 1 preach thee quite atzvate ? 
„ho wants amusement in the flame of battle? 

Is it not treason to the soul immortal, 

ler focs in arms, eternity the prize? 

ill toys amusc, when med'cines cannot cure? 

Wen spirits ebb, when life's enchanting scenes 

thu lustre lose, and lessen in our sight, 

(As lands, and cities with their glitt'ring spires, 

Lo the poor Shatter'd bark, by sudden storm 

2 thrown off to sea, and soon to perish there) 

Will toys amuse : No: thrones will then be toys, 

And carth and skies seem dust upon the scale. 

_ Acdcem we time ?--its loss we dearly buy: 

VV hat pleads Lorenzo for his high-priz'd sports? 

Ile picads time's numerous ,,; he loudly plead 

+ tic srravr-like tries on life's common $tream. 
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No blau, no trifle, nature made, or meant. 
Virtue, or Jarpor © virtue, still be thine ; 
This cancels thy complaint at once; this leaves 
Fn at&t no trifle, and no laut in time. 

This greatens, fills, immortalizes all: 

This, the blest art of turning all tc gold: 
This, the good heart's prerogative to raise 

A royal tribute, from the poorest hours. 
Immense revenue ! every moment pays. 

If nothing more than purpose in thy power, 
Thy purpose firm is equal to the deed : 
Who does the best his circumstance allows, 
Does well, acts nobly; angels could no more. 
Our outward act, indeed, admits restraint; 

T is not in things o'er thought to domineer ; | heaven, 
Guard well thy thought; our thoughts are heard in 
On all- important ii, through every age, 
Tho' much, and warm, the wise have urg'd, the man 

Is 9 unborn, who duly weighs an hour. 
I've lost a day“ the prince, who nobly cry'd, 
Had been an emperor without his crown; 
Of Rome? Say, rather, lord of human race; 
He spoke, as if deputed by mankind. 
So should all speak: so Reason speaks in all: 
From the soft whispers of that God in man, 
Why flee to Folly, why to Frenzy flee, 
For rescue from the Slessing we possess ? 
1ime, the supreme !--Time is eternity; 
Pregnant with all eternity can give; 
Pregnant with all, that makes archangels smile: 
Who murders Time, he crushes in the birth 
A pow'r ethereal, only ot ador'd. 

Ah! how unjust to nature, and himself, 
Is thoughtless, thankless, inconsistent man? 
Like children babbling nonsense in their — 
| | e 
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We censure Nature for a span too short; 

That span too short, we tax as tedious too z 
Torture invention, all expedients tire, 

Fo lash the ling'ring moments into speed; 

And whirl us (happy riddance !) from oursclves, 
Art, brainless Art our furious charioteer, 

(For Nature's voice unstifled would recal) 

Drives headlong towards the precipice of death; 
Death most our dread ; deatn thus more dreadful 
O what a riddle of absurdity ! made; 
Leisure is pain; takes off our chariot-wheelz, 


How heavily we drag the load of life ! 


Blest leisure is our curse, like that of Cain 

It makes us wander; wander earth around 

To flee that tyrant, Thought. As Atlas groan'd 
The world beneath, we groan beneath an hour, 
We cry for mercy to the next Amusement , 
The next Amusement mortgages our fields; 
Slight inconvenience ! Prisons hardly frown, 
From hateful 7:me if prisons set us free. 

Yet when Death kindly renders us relief, 

We call him cruel; years to moments shrink ; 
Ages to years. The telescope is turn'd : 

To man's false optics (from his folly false) 
Time, in advance, behind him hides his wings, 
And seems to creep, decrepit with his age; 
Behold him, when past by; what then is scen 


But his broad pinions swifter than the winds ? 


And all mankind, in contradiction strong, 

Rueful, aghast ! cry out on his career. 
Leave to thy forcs these errors, and these ills; 

To Nature just, their cause and cure explore. 

Not short Heaven's bounty, boundless our expence ; 

No mggard, Nature; men are prodigals. 

As bold Alflen gu threat ned in his pride, 


We 
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We throw away our suns, as made for sport, 

And not to light us on our way to scenes, 

Whose lustre turns t/hetr lustre into shade. 

We waste, not age our time: we breathe, not live. 
Time wasted 1s existence, us'd is life ; | 

And bare existence, man, to live ordain'd, 
Wrings, and oppresses with enormous weight, 
And why? since fine was giv'n for use, not waste, 
Enjoin'd to flee, with tempest, tide, and stars, 
To keep his speed, nor ever wait for man; 
Time's use was doom'd a pleasure; waste, a pain, 
That man might fee! his error, if unseen; 

And, feeling, fly to labour for his cure: 

Not, blundering, split on idleness, for ease. 

Life's cares are comforts; such by Heaven design'd ; 
He that has none, must make them, or be wretched. 
Cares are employments; and without employ 
The soul is on a rack; the rack of rest, 

To souls most adverse; action all their joy. 

Here, then, the riddle, mark'd above, untolds ; 
Then time turns torment, when man turns a fool. 
We rave, we wrestle with great Nature's plan; 
We thwart the Deity ; and 'tis decreed, 

Who thwart his will, shall contradi& their own. 

Hence our unnatural quarrel with ourselves; 

Our thoughts at enmity ; our bosom-broil; 

We push time from us, and we wish him back, 
Lavish of lustrums, and yet fond of life; 

Life we think long, and short; death Seek, and (hun 
Body and soul, like peevish man and wife, | 
United jar, and yet are loth to part. 

Oh the dark days of vanity ! while here, 

How tastless | and how terrible, when gone! 

Gone? they ne'er go; when past, they haunt us still; 
The spirit walks of every day deceas'd, 1 
| n 
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And smiles an angel; or a fury frowns. 
Nor death, nor life delights us. If time past, 
And time poses, both pain us, what can please? 
hat which the Deity to please ordain'd, 
ime 1d. The man who consecrates his hours 
By vig'rous effort, and an honest aim, 
At once he draws the sting of life and death: 
He walks with Nature; and her paths are peace. 
Our crror's cause, and cure are scen: see next 
Time's nature, origin, importance, Speed; 
And thy great gain from urging hs career.-- 
All-sensual man, because untouch'd, unseen, 
He looks on time, as nothing. Nothing ele 
Is truly man's; *tis fortune's.-- Time's a God. 
Thou hast ne'er heard of Time's omnipotence; 
For, or against, what wonders can he do! 
And ui: to stand blank neuter he disdains. [sent 
Not on those terms was Iime, (Heaven's stranger!) 
On his important embassy to man. 
Lorenzo! no: on the long-destin'd hour, 
From eyerlasting ages growing ripe, 
That memorable hour of wond'rous birth, 
When the dread sire, on emanation bent, 
And big with nature, rising in his might, 
Call'd forth creation, (for then Dime was born) 
By godhead streaming thro' a thousand worlds; 
Not on rose terms, from the great days of hcayen, 
From old cternity's mysterious orb, 
Was Time cut off, and cast beneath the skies; 
The ſ skies, which watch him in his new abode, 
Measuring his motions by revolving spheres; 
That horologe machinery divine. [play, 
Hours, Days, and Months, and Y ears, his children, 
Like num'rous wings, around him, as he flies. 
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His ample pinions, swift as darted flame, 
To gain his goal, to reach his ancient rest, 
And join anew Eternity his sire; 
In his immmutability to nest, 
When worlds, that count his circles 9v, nnhing'd 
(Fate the loud signal sounding) headlong rush 
To timeless night, and chaos, whence they rose. 
Why spur the speedy? why with levities 
New-wing thy short, short day's too rapid flight ? 
K now'st thou, or what thou dost, or what is done? 
Man flees from Time, and Time from man: too 
In sad divorce this double flight must end; [soon 
And then where are we? where, Lorenzo! then 
Thy sports“ thy pomps I grant thee, in a state 
Not unambitious ; in the ryFed shroud, 
Thy parian tomb's friumphant arch bencath. 
Has Death his fopperics ? Then well may LIſe 
Put on her plume, and in her rainbow shine. 

Ye wel-array'd ! ye lilies of our land! 
Ye lilies male { who neither toil nor spin, 
(As sister lilies 2770/1) if not so wise 
As Solomon, more sumptuous to the sight! 
Ye delicate ! who nothing can support, 
Yourselves most msupportable ! for whom 
The winter rose must blow, the sun put on 
A brighter beam in Leo; silky-soft 
Favonius breathe still softer, or be chid; 
And other worlds send odours, sauce, and song, 
And robes, and notions, fram'd in foreign looms ! 
O ye Lorenzos of our age ! who deem 
One moment unamus'd, a misery 
Not made for feeble man ! who call aloud 
For every bauble, drivell'd o'er by sense; 
For rattles, and conceits of every cast, 


For change of follies, and relays of joy, 
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To drag you patient thro” the tedious length 
Of a short winter's day, say, sages ! say, 
Wit's oracles ! say, dreamers of gay dreams! 
»4 How will you weather an eternal 2g i, 
Where such expedients fail? 
O treacherous Conscience! while she seems to 
On rose and myrile, lull'd with =_ song; [sleep, 


While she seems, nodding o'er her charge, to drop 
52 On headlong appetite, the slacken'd rein, 
1 And give us up to licence, unrecall'd, 
r Unmarkt ;—as from behind her secret stand, 
* The sly informer minutes every fault, 
__ And her dread _— with horror fills : 
T 
Not the gross at alone employs her pen; 


She reconnoitres fancy's airy band; 
A watchful foe! the formidable spy, 
List*ning, o'erhears the whispers of our camp; 
Our dawning purposes of heart explores, 
And steals our embryos of iniquity, 
As all-rapacious usurers conceal 
Their Doomsday book from all-consuming heirs ; 
Thus, with indulgence most severc, she treats 
Us, spendthrifts of inestimable e; 
Unnoted, notes each moment misapply'd; 
In leaves more durable than leaves of brass, 
Writes our whole history; which Death shall read 
In ev' ry pale delinquent's private ear; 
And Jug ment publish; publish to more worlds 
Than this; and endless age in groans resound. 
Lorenzo, such that sleeper in thy breast 
Such is her slumber; and her vengeance 5uc/h 
For slighted counsel z ee thy future peace! 
And think'st thou still thou canst be wise 2 500 ? 
But why on time so lavish is my song? 
1.5 On this great. theme kind Nature keeps à school, 
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To teach her sons herself. Each night we die, 
Each morn are born anew; each day, a life! 

And shall we kill each day? If Trif:ng kills; 
Sure Vice must butcher. O what heaps of slain 
Cry out for vengeance on us? ie destroy'd 

Is quicide, where more than blood is spilt. 

Time flies, death urges, knells call, Heaven invites, 
Hell threatens ; all exerts ; in effort, all ; 

More than creation labours !-—-Labours more? 
And is there in creation, what, amidst 

This tumult universal, wing'd dispatch, 

And ardent energy, Supinely yawns ?---- 

Man sleeps; and man « 484; and man, whose fate, 
Fate irreversible, entire, extreme, 

Endless, hair-hung, breeze-shaken, o'er the gulf 
A moment trembles; drops: and mar, for w hum 
All else is in alarm: man, the sole cause 

Of this surrounding storm] and yet he sleeps, 

As the storm rock'd to rest.- Throw years away? 
Throw empires, and be blameless. > cen SEIZE, 
Heaven's on their wing: a moment we may wish 
When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid Day stand 
Bid him drive back his car, recall, retake {| >rill, 
Fate's hasty prey; implore him, reimport 
The period past; regive the given hour. 
Lorenzo, more than miracles we want: 
Lorenzo—O for yesterdays to come] 

Such is the language of the man awa#e; 
His ardour such, for what oppre55es thee : 
And is his ardour vain? Lorenxb I No: 
That more than miracle the gods indulge : 
To-day is yesterday return'd; return'd 
Full-power'd to cancel, cxpiate, raise, adorn, 
And reinstate us on the rock of peacc. 

Let it not share its predecevor's fate; 


Nor, 
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Nor, like its elder sisters, die a fool, 
Shall it evaporate in fume? fly off 
- Fuliginous, and stain us deeper still? 
N Shall we be poorer for the plenty pour'd ? 
More wretched for the clemencics of Heaven? 
Where shall I find him? Angels! tell me where, 
085 You know him; he is near — point him out; 
Shall I see glories beaming from his brow ? 
Or trace his footsteps by the rising flow'rs ? 
Your golden wings, 207 hov'ring o'er him shed 
Protection; now, are waving in applause 
To that blest son of Foresight! lord of Fate! 


te, That awful independent on To-morro ! 
Whose work is done; who triumphs in the past; 

f Whose Yesterdays look backwards with a smile; 

n Nor, like the parthi an, wound him as they flee; 


That common, but opprobrious lot! Past hours, 
If not by guilt, yet wound us by their flight, 
2 If Folly bounds our prospect by the grave; 


Ze, All feeling of futurity benumb'd ; 

q All god-like passion for eternals quencht 

ind All relish of realities expir'd; | 
all, Renounc'd all correspondence with the skies; 


Our freedom chain'd; w wingless our desire; 

In sense dark- prison'd all that ought to svar, 

Prone to the centre, crawling in the dust; 

Dis mounted ev'ry great and glorious aim; 

Embruted ev'ry faculty divine; 

Heart-buryed in the rubbish of the world: 

The world, that gulf of souls, immortal souls, 

Souls elevate, angelic, wing'd with fire 

To reach tlie distant skies, and triumph there 

On thrones, which shall not mourn their masters 

Thoꝰ we fromearth, ethereal they that fell. I chang'd, 

duch veneration due, O man, to man. 6 
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Who venerate themselves, the world despise. 
For what, gay friend ! is this escutcheon'd world, 
Which hangs out DEATH in one eternal night ? 
A night, that glooms us in the noon-tide ray, 

And wraps our thought, at banquets, in the shroud, 
Life's little stage is a small eminence, 

Inch-high the grave above; that home of man, 
Where dwells the multitude; we gaze around 
We read their monuments; we sigh; and while 
We sigh, we sink, and are what we deplor'd; 
Lamenting, or lamented all our lot 

Is Death at distance? No: he has been on thee ; 
And given sure earnest of his final blow. [now 
Those Hours, which lately smil'd, where are they 
Pallid to thought, and ghastly ! drown'd, alldrown'd 
In that great deep, which nothing disembogues ; 
And, dying, they bequeath'd thee small renown. 
The rest are on the wing: how fleet their flight! 
Already has the fatal train took fire; 

A moment, and the world's blown up zo thee; 
The sun is darkness, and the stars are dust. 

Ii me passes like a post: we nothing send 
But poor Bellerophon's express; our doom. 
Tis greatly wise to talk with our past Hours; 
And ask them, what report they bore to heaven; 
And how they might have born more welcome neus. 
Their answers form what men Experience call, 
If Wisdom's friend, her best; if not, worst foe. 
O reconcile them; kind Experience cries, 
There's nothing here, but what as nothing weighs, 
« The more our joy, the more we know it vain; 
And by success are tutor'd to despair.“ 
Nor is it only thus, but must be so: 
Who knows not this, tho' grey, is still a child. 
Locse then from earth the grasp of fond desire. 
Weigh 
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Weigh anchor, and some happier clime explore. 
Art thou so moor'd thou canst not disengage, 
Nor give thy thoughts a ply to future scenes ? 


Since by life's passing breath, blown up from earth, 


Light, as the summer's dust, we take in air 

A moment's giddy flight, and fall again ; 

Join the dull mass, increase the trodden soil, 

And sleep till earth herself shall be no more; 

Since then (as emmets, theirsmall world o'crthrown ) 

We, sore amaz'd, from out carth's ruins crawl, 

And rise to fate extreme, of foul or fair, 

As man's own choice, controller of the skics ! 

As man's despotic will, perhaps one hour, 

(O how omn1potent is time!) decrees ; 

Should not each warning give a strong alarm? 

Warning, far less than that of bosom torn 

From bosom, bleeding o'er the sacred dead? 

Should not each dial strike us as we pass, 

Portentous, as the written wall, which struck, 

O'er midnight bowls, the proud assyrian pale, 

E'er while, high-flusht with insolence, and wine ? 

Like that, the dial speaks; and points to thee 

Lorenzo! loth to break the banquet up. 

“O Man, thy kingdom is departing from thee ; 

And, while it lasts, is emptier than my shade.“ 

Its silent language, such; nor need'st thou call 

Thy nagi, to decypher what it means. 

Know, like the median, fate is in thy walls: 

Dost ask, how? whence? Belshazzar-like amaz'd? 

Man's make encloses the sure seeds of death; 

Life feeds the murderer: ingrate! he thrives 

On her own meal; and then his nurse devours. 
But here, Lorenzo, the delusion lies; 

That solar Shadow, as it measures Life, 

It Life resembles too: Life speeds away | 
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From point to point, tho” sceming to stand still: 
The cunning fugitive is swift by stealth; 
Too subtile is the movement to be seen, 
Yet soon man's hour is up, and we are gone. 
IVarnings point out our danger; gnomons, time: 
As thexe are useless when the sun is set; 
So those, but when more glorious reason Shines, 
Reason should judge in all: in Reason's eye, 
That sedentary shadow travels hard: 
But such our gravitation to the wrong, 
So prone our hearts to whisper what we wish, 
Tis later with the wise, than he's aware; 
A Wilmington goes slower than the sun; 
And all mankind mistake their time of day; 
E'en age itself: fresh hopes are hourly sown 
In furrow'd brows. So gentle life's descent, 
We shut our eyes, and think it is a plain: 
We take fair days in winter, for the spring: 
We turn our blessings into bane; since oft 
Man must compute that age he cannot fce/; 
He scarce believes he's older for his years. 
Thus, at life's latest eve, we keep in store 
One disappointment sure, to crown the rest; 
The disappointment of a promis'd hour. 

On #415, or similar, Philander ! thou, 
hose mind was moral, as the preacher's tongue; 
And strong, to wield all science, worth the name; 
How often we tatk'd down the summer's sun, 
And cool'd our passions by the breezy stream! 
How often thaw'd, and shorten'd winter's eve, 
By conflict kind, that struck out latent truth; 
Best found, so sought; to the recluse more coy ! 
Thoughts disentangle passing o'er the lip; 
Clean runs the thread; if not, tis thrown away, 
Or kept to tie up nonsense for a song; 
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Song, fashionably fruitless ! such as stains 
The fancy, and unhallow'd passion fires; 
Chiming her saints to Cytherea's fane. 

Know'st thou, Lorenzo! what a friend contains * 
As bees mix' d nectar draw from fragrant flowers, 
So men from FRIENDSHIP, wisdom and delight; 
Twins ty'd by Nature, if they part they die. 

Hast thou no friend to set thy mind abroach ? 

Good 5ense willstagnate: thoughts shut up want air, 

And spoil, like bales unopen'd to the sun. 

Had thought been all, sweet speech had been deny'd; 

Speech, thought's canal! speech, thought's criterion 
too. 

Thought, in the mine, may come forth gold or dross : 

When coin'd in word, we know its real worth. 

If sterling; store it for thy future use; 

T will buy thee benefit; perhaps, renown. 

Thought, too, deliver'd, is the more possess'd; 

Teaching, we learn; and giving, we retain 

The births of intelle& ; when dumb, forgot. 

Speech ventilates our intellectual fire; 

Speech burnishes our mental magazine; 

Brightens for ornament z and whets for use: 

What numbers, sheath'd in erudition lie, 

Plung'd to the hilts in venerable tomes, 

And rusted in; who might have born an edge, 

And play'd a sprightly beam, if born to speech; 

If born blest heirs to half their mother's tongue 

*Tis thought's exchange, which, like th' alternate 

Of waves conflicting, breaks the learned scum, [push 

And defecates the student's standing pool. 

In contemplation is his proud resource ? 

Tis poor, as proud, by converse unsustain'd; 
Rude Thought runs wild in contemplation”s field; 
Converse, the menage, breaks it to the bit 
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Of due restraint; and Emulation's spur 

Crives graceful energy, by rivals aw'd. 

"Ts converse qualines for solitude ; 

Ax excrcise, for salutary rest. 

By that untutor'd, Contemplation raves 

A lunar prince, or tamish'd beggar dies; 

And Nature's fool, by IWisdom's is outdone. 
Wisdom, tho” richer than peruvian mines, 

And swecter than the sweet ambrosial hive, 

What is she, but the means of happruess ? 

That unobtain'd, than Folly more a fool 

A melancholy fool, without her bells: 

Friends/hiþ the means, and friendship richly gives 

The precious end, which makes our wisdom wise. 

Nature, in zeal for human amity, | 

Denies or damps an „divided joy: 

Toy is an import; joy is an exchange; 

ſoy flees monopolists, it calls for two: 

Rich fruit! Heaven-planted! never pluckt by one. 

Needful auxiliars are our friends, to give 

To social man true relish of himself: 

Full on ourselves descending in a line 

Plensure's bright beam, is feeble in delight; 

Delight intense is taken by rebound z 

Reverbcrated pleasures fire the breast. 

Celestial Happiness, whene'er she stoops 

Jo visit earth, one shrine the goddess finds, 

And one alone, to make her sweet amends 

For absent heaven, —the bosom of a friend; 

Where heart meets heart, reciprocally soft, 

Each other's pillow to repose divine. 

Beware the counterfeit; in pass/9n's flame 

Hearts melt; but melt like ice, soon harder froze, 

True love strikes root in reas97 ; passion's foe : 

Hirtuc alone cnt enders us for life: 
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1 wrong her much--entenders us for ever. 

Of fricudship's fairest fruits, the fruit most fair 
Is virtue kindling at a rival fire, 

And emulonusly rapid in her race, 

O the soft enmity ! endearing strife ! 

This carries friendship to her noon-tide point, 
And gives the rivet if aterulty; 

From Friendship which outlives my former 
Glorious survivor of old Time, and Death !| themes, 
From Friendship, thus, that flow'r of heavenly secd, 
The wise extract earth's most /4yblean bliss, 
Superior wisdom, crown'd with smiling joy; 

For Joy, from Friendship born, abounds in smiles. 


O store it in the soul's most golden cell ! 


But for whom blossoms this e/ys/an flower? 
Abroad they find, who cherish it at 4ome. 


| Lorenzo! pardon what my love extorts, 


An honest love, and not afraid to frown. 
Tho' choice of follies fasten on the great, 
None clings more obstinate, than fancy fond 
That sacred friendship is their casy prey 
Caught by the wafture of a golden lure ; 
Or fascination of a high-born smile. 


Their smiles, the great and the cogret throw out 


For others hearts; tenacious of their own : 
And we no les of ours, when szc/ the bait. 

Ye fortune's cofferers! ye pow'rs of wealth! 
Yoy do your rent-rolls most felonious wrong, 
By taking our attachment to yoursclves. 

Can gold gain friendship? impudence of hope! 
As well mere man an angel might beget. 

Love, and love only, is the loan for love. 
Lorenzo! pride repress; nor hope to find 

A friend, but what has found a friend in thee, 


All like the purchase, few the price will pay; 
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And this makes friends such miracles below. 

What if (since daring on so nice a theme) 

I shew thee friendship delicate, as dear; 5 
Of tender violations apt to die? 

Reserve will wound it; and distrust, destroy. 
Deliberate on all things with thy friend: 

But since friends grow not thick on every bough, 
Nor every friend unrotten at the core; 

First, on thy friend, deliberate with thyself : 
Pause, ponder, sift; not eager in the choice, 
Nor ** of the chosen: fixing, fix: | 
Judge before friendship; then confide till death 
Well, for thy friend; — nobler far for thee 
How gallant danger for earth's highest prize 

A friend is worth all hazard we can run. 
Poor is the friendless master of a world: 

* A world in purchase for a friend is gain.“ 

So sung he (angels hear that angel sing! 
Angels from friendship gather halt their joy.) 
So sung Philarder, as his friend went round 
In the rich 7c/or, in the generous blood 
Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous wit, 

A brow solute, and ever- laughing eye: 

He drank long health, and virtue to his friend; 

His friend, who warm'd him more, who more in- 
spir'd. | 

Friendshis's the wine of life; but friendship ew 

Not such was his) is neither strong, nor pure. 

for the bright complexion, cordial warmth, 

And elevating spirit, of a friend, 

For twenty summers ripening by my side; 

All feculence of falschood long thrown down; 

All social virtues rising in his soul; 

As crystal clear; and smiling as they rise! 

Here nectar flows; it sparkles in our sight; 
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Rich to the taste, and genuine from the heart. 
Hioh-flavour'd bliss for gods! on earth how rare! 
On carth how lost! Pyilander is no more. 
Think'st thou the theme intoxicates my song? 
Am I too warm? Too warm I cannot be. 
I lov'd him much; but now I love him more. 
Like birds, whose beauties languish, half-conceal'd, 
Till mounted on the wing, their glossy plumes 
Expanded shine with azure, green, and gold; 
How blessings brighten as they take their flight ! 
His flight Philander took; his upward flight, 
If ever soul ascended : had he dropt, 
That eagle genius! O had he let fall 
One feather as he flew; I, then, had wrote, 
What friends might flatter z prudent foes forbear z 
Rivals scarce damn; and Zoilus reprieve. 
Yet what I can I must; it were profane 
To quench a glory lighted at the skies, 
And cast in shadows his illustrious closc. 
Strange ! the theme most affecting, most sublime, 
Momentous most to man, should sleep unsung! 
And yet it sleeps, by genius unawak'd, 
Painim or christian; to the blush of wit. 
Man's highest triumph! man's profoundest fall! 
The deathbed of the just! is yet undrawn 
By mortal hand; it merits a divine: 
Angels should paint it, angels ever zhere; 
here, on a post of honour, and of joy. 
Dare I presume, then? but Philander bids; 
And glory tempts, and inclination calls 
Yet am I e ; as struek the soul, beneath 
Aerial groves impenetrable gloom; 
Or in some mighty rains solemn shade; 
Or, gazing by pale lamps on hivhborn dust, 
In vaults; thin courts of poor unflatter'd Kings! 
Or 
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Or at the midnight aH ars hallow'd flame. 
It is religion to proceed: J pause 
And enter aw'd the temple of my theme. 
Is it his death-bed ? No; it is his shrine 
Behold him, there, just rising to a god. 

The chamber, where the good man meets his fare, 
Is privileg'd beyond the common walk 
Ot virtuous lite, quite in the verge of heaven. 
Flee, ye profane! if not, draw near with awe, 
Receive the blessing, and adore the chance, 
That threw in this Bethesda your discase 3 
Tf unrestor'd by this, despair your cure. 
For, here, registless demonstration dwells; 
A death-bed's a detector of the heart. 
Here tir d Dissimulation drops her mask, 
Thro' life's grimace that mistress of the scene! 
Here real, and apparent, are the same. 
You see the man; you see his hold on heaven: 
If sound his virtue; as Philander's sound. 
Heaven waits not the last moment, owns her friends 
On this side death; and points them out to men, 
A lecture, silent, but of sovereign pow'r ! 
To vice, confusion; and to virtue, peace. 

Whatever farce the boastful hero plays, 
Virtue alone has majesty in death; 
And greater still. the more the tyrant frowns. 
Philander! he severely frown'd on thee. 
„No warning given! unceremonious fate! 
„A sudden rush from life's meridian joys ! 
* A wrench from all we /ove! from all we are! 
A restless bed of pain! a plunge opaque 


© Beyond conjecture! feeble Nature's dread ! 


« Strong Reason's shudder at the dark unknown ' 

A sun extinguisht! a just opening grave! 

And oh!] the last, last; what ? (can words expres: ' 
| « 'Thovght 
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„ Thought reach?) the last, last silence of a 
friend!“ 
Where are those horrors ? that amazement, where? 
This hideous group of ills, which s/»g/y shock, 
Demand frem man ?--I thought him man till zo2v. 
ate; Thro' nature's wreck, thro' vanquisht agonies, 
Like the stars struggling thro' this midnight gloom, 
What gleams of joy ! what more than human peace ! 
Where the frail mortal? the poor abjett worm? 
No, not in death, the mortal to be found. 
His conduct is a legacy for all, 
Richer than Mammon's for his single heir: 
His comforters he comforts; great in ruin, 
With unreluctant grandeur, g:zves not yields 
His soul sublime; and closes with his fate. 
How our hearts burnt within us at the scene ! 
W hence, this brave bound o'er limits fixt to man? 
His God sustains him in his final hour: 
His final hour brings glory to his God: 
nd; Man's glory Heaven vouchsafes to call her own. 
We gaze; we weep; mix'd tears of grief and joy! 
Amazement strikes! devotion bursts to flame! 
Ciristians adore! and infidels believe. 
"As some tall tow'r, or lofty mountain's brow, 
Detains the sun, illustrious from its height; 
W hile rising vapours, and descending shades, 
With damps, and darkness drown the spacious vale: 
Undampt by doubt, undarken'd by despair, 
Pandey, thus, augustly rears his head, 
1 At that black hour, which gen'ral horror sheds 
On the low level of th' inglorious throng: 
Sweet peace, and heavenly hope, and humble oy, 


Ee Divinely beam on his exalted soul, 

Destruction gild, and crown him for the skies, 
ess BY With 
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With incommunicable lustre, bright. 

Lorenzo! such the good man's mrsery / 
How dim the ray, the lustre, ozv, how pale 
Of tarnisht pageantries, of wither'd joy, 


Of beggar'd opulence, disgrac'd renown, 


Deep-darken'd empire, conquest overcome ! 

Envy's bright buts ! the pant of every breast 

Euuy ] the greatest ideot of all crimes ! 

Who pains herself for that, wou'd pain her more. 

Is there on earth what can absolve her? Yes; 

One radiant mark; the deathbed of the just: 

That gaze of angels! that glad fame of heaven! 

That joy to joy celestial !—O my soul! 

Blest, ravisht with this providential scene! 

Heaven plans her gracious stratagems for all. 

A scene so strong to strike, so $weet to charm, 

So great to raise, so heavenly to inspire, 

So solid to support fair virtue's throne, 

What transport thine, to sec! what zeal to sing 

Sing first, and send it thro' the souls of men ! 

And sent thro' their's with ease, if rom our own. 

Nor hast thou sung in vain: Philander hears, 

Lorenzo feels, thy song. Lorenzo feels, 

Or he, and not Philander, is the dead. 

Life, take thy chance; but oh for such an end! 

There point, my wishes! center there; and burn. 
Smile you, ye poor dependants on a pulse! 

A pulse, your salient God ! as that decrees, 

Plcasur'd, or pain'd; exalted, or forlorn?— 

Smile on; and prove your misery by your smiles. 

As smiles 3 what tear half so sad? 

Is it your pride? wou'd you be prais'd for this? 

Scorn'd be the man, who thinks himself a brute ; 

Attronts his specics; and his God blasphemes * | 
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Vile laugher ! at whom Pity cannot laugh; 
Scorner of all, but what deserves his scorn ! 

Who thinks it is ingenious to be mad, 

And is quite fool enough to be a wit. 

Wits spare not heaven, O Wilmington /—nor thee. 
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OM dreams, where Thought in Fancy's maze 
runs mad, x 
To reason, that heav'n- lighted lamp in man, 
Once more I wake; and at the destin'd hour; 
Punctual as lovers to the moment sworn, 
I keep my assignation with my Wo 
O! lost to virtue, lost to manly thought, 
Lost to the noble sallies of the soul! 
Who think it solitude to be alone. 
Communion sweet ! communion large, and high ! 
Our reason; guardian angel; and our God! 
Then nearest these, when others most remote; 
And all, ere long, shall be remate but these. 
How dreadful, en, to meet them all alone, 
A stranger! unacknowledg'd! unapprov'd! 
Now woo them; wed them; bind them to thy breast; 
To win thy wish, creation has no morc. 
a Or 


P 


e 


RG, 


lars 


N ARC ISSA. 39 


Or if we wish a fourth, it is a friend; 
But friends, how mortal ! dangerous the desire. 
» Alone indeed, the banisht from himself, 

y Day's intrusions loud, and rude assaults, 
A tide of tumult, and a storm of tongues. 
Take Phoebus to yourselves, ye basking bards ! 
Inebriate at fair — fountain- head, 


And reeling thro' the wilderness of Joy ; 


Where Sen5erunssavage,brokefrom Reason'schain, 


And sings false peace, till smother'd by the pall. 


My fortune is unlike; unlike, my song; 
Unlike the deity my song invokes. 

I to Day's soft- ey d sister pay my court, 
(Endymion's rival!) and her aid implore; 
Now first unplor'd in succour to the muse. 

Thou, who didst lately borrow * Cynthia's form, 
And modestly forego thine own ! O thou 
Who didst thyself, at midnight hours, inspire! 
Say, why mot Cynthia 3 of song? 

As thou her crescent, she thy character, 
Assumes; still more a goddess by the change. 

Are there demurring wits, who dare dispute 

This revolution in the world 7n5pir'd ? 

Ye train Pierian! to the lunar sphere, 

In silent hour, address your ardent call 

For aid immortal; less her brother's right. 

She, with the spheres harmonious, nightly leads 
The mazy dance, and hears their matchless strain, 
A strain tor gods! deny'd to mortal ear 
Transmit it heard, thou silver queen of Heaven! 
What title, or what name endears thee more ? 
Cynthia! Cilene! Phabe !---0r dost hear 
With higher gust, fair 7 of the skies? 


* At the duke of Norfolk's masguerade. 
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Is that the soft enchantment calls thee down, 

More powerful than of old Circean charm ? 

Come; but from heavenly banquets with thee bring 

The $oul of song; and whisper in mine ear 

The theft divine; or in propitious dreams, 

(For dreams are thine) transfuse it thro' the breast 

Of thy first votary z--but not thy last; 

If, like thy namesake, thou art ever kind. 

And kind thou wilt be; kind on such a theme; 

A theme so like thee, a quite lunar theme, 

Soft, modest, melancholy, female, fair ! 

A theme that rosc all- pale, and told my soul, 

Twas night; on her fond hopes perpetual night * 

A night which struck a damp, a deadlier damp, 

Than that which smote me from Philander's tomb. 

Narcis5a follows, ere his tomb is clos'd. 

Woes cluster; rare are solitary woes; 

They love a train: they tread each other's heel: 

Her death invades is mournful right, and claims 

The grief that started from my lids for him; 

Seizes the faithless, alicnated tear, 

Or shares it, e er it falls. So frequent Death, 

Sorrow, he more than causes, he confounds; 

For human sighs his rival strokes contend, 

And make distress, distraction. Oh Philander ! 

What was thy fate ? a double fate to me ; 

Portent, and pain ! a menace, and a blow ! 

Like the black raven hov'ring o'er my peace, 

Not less a bird of omen, than of prey. 

It call'd Narcissa long before her hour; 

Tt call'd her tender soul, by break of bliss, 

From the first blossom, from the buds of joy; 

Those few, our noxious fate unblasted leaves, 

In this inclement clime of human life. 0 
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Sweet harmonist! and beautiful as sweet! 
And young as beautiful! and soft, as young 
And gay as soft! and innocent as gay ! 
And happy (if aught happy here) as good ! 
For Fortune fond had built her nest on high: 
Like birds quite exquisite of note and plume, 
Transfix'd by Fate (who loves a lofty mark) 
How from the summit of the grove she fell, 
And left it unharmonious ? all its charm 
Extinguish'd in the wonders of her song !. 
Her song still vibrates in my ravish'd ear, 
Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 
(O to forget her!) trilling thro' my heart 

Song, beauty, youth, love, virtue, joy ! this groupe 
Of bright ideas, flowers of Paradise | 
As yet unfocfeit ! in one blaze we bind, 
K necl, and present it to the skies; as all 
We guess of heaven: and these were all her own: 
And she was mine; and I was—was most blest,— 
Gay title of the deepest misery ! 
As bodies grow more pond'rous, robb'd of life; 
Go: lost weighs more in grief, than gain'd, in joy. 
Like blossom'd trees o'erturn'd by vernal storm 
Lovely in death the beauteous ruin lay; 
And if in death still lovely, lovelier there 
Far lovelier ! Pity swells the tide of Love. 
And will not the severe excuse a sigh ? 
Scorn the proud man that is asham'd to weep. 


Our tears indulg*d indeed deserve our shame. 


e that ere lost an angel! pity me. 
Soon as the lustre languish'd in her eye, 
Dawning a dimmer day on human sight; 
And on her check, the residence of spring, 
Pale Omen sat; and scatter'd fears — 
On all that saw, (and who would cease ta gaze 
E 3 That 


42 THE COMPLAINT. NIGHT III. 


That once had seen?) with haste, parental haste, 
J flew, I snatch'd her from the rigid north, 
Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, 
And bore her nearer to the sun; the sun 
( As if the sun cou'd envy) check'd his beam, 
Deny'd his wonted succour, nor with more 
Regret, beheld her drooping, than the bells 
Of lilies; fairest lilies ! not so fair. 
Queen lilies! and ye painted populace ! 
Who dwell in fields, and lead ambrosial lives; 
In morn, and ev'ning dew, your beauties bathe, 
And drink the sun; which gives your cheeks to glow, 
And outblush (mine excepred) every fair; 
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand, 
Which often cropt your odours, incense meet 
Jo thought so pure: her flow'ry state of mind 
In joy unfall'n: ye lovely fugitives ! 
Cozval race with man!] for man you smile; 
Why not smile at him too? You share, indeed 
His sudden pass; but not his constant pain. 
So man is made, nought ministers delight, 
But what his glowing passions can engage; 
And glowing passions bent on aught below, 
Must, soon or late, with anguish turn the scale; 
And anguish after rapture, how severe! 
Rapture? bold man ! who tempts the wrath divine, 
By plucking fruit deny'd to mortal taste, 
While here presuming on the rights of heaven. 
For transport dost thou call on ev'ry hour, 
Lorenzo? At thy friend's expence be wise; 
Lean not on earth; twill pierce thee to the heart; 
A broken reed, at best; but, oft, a spear; 
On its sharp point Peace bleeds, and Hope expires. 
Turn, hopeless Thought'turnfromher..- Thought 


Resenting rallies, and wakes every Woe. | repell'd, 
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$natch'd e er thy prime! and in thy bridal hour! 

And when kind Fortune, with thy lover, smil'd! 

And when high-flavour'd thy fresh- op' ning joys ! 

And when blind man pronounc'd thy bliss complete ! 

And on a foreign shore] where strangers wept ! 

Strangers to thee, and, more surprising still, 

Strangers to kindness, wept : their eyes let fall 

Inhuman tears; strange tears! that trickled down 

From marble hearts! obdurate tenderness ! 

A tenderness that call'd them more severe, 

In spite of Nature's soft persuasion steel'd : 

While Nature melted, Superstition rav'd; 

That mourn'd the dead; and %s deny'd a grave. 
Their sighs incens'd; sighs foreign to the will! 

Their Will the zyger suck'd, outrag'd the storm: 

For, oh ! the cursed ungodliness of Zeal ! 

While sinful Flesh relented, Spirit nurs'd 

In blind Infallibility's embrace, 

The sainted Spirit petrify'd the breast: 

Deny'd the charity of dust, to spread 

Oer dust! a charity their dogs enjoy. 

What cou'd I do? what succour? what resource? 

With pious sacrilege, a grave Istole; 

With impious picty, that grave I wrong'd; 

Short in my duty ! coward in my grief 

More like ue murderer, than friend, I crept, 


Vith soft- suspended step, and muffled deep 
In midnight darkness, 8 my last sigh. 


JH Sper'd what should echo thro” their realms ; 
Nor writ her name, whose tomb should pierce the 
Presumptuous fear! how durstIdread her foes, | skics, 
hie Nature's loudest dictates I obey'd ? | 
Pardon necessity, blest shade! of grief, 

And indignation rival bursts I pour'd; 


Kindled 
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Kindled at man, while I his God ador'd; 
Sore-grudg'd the savage land her sacred dust; 
Stamp'd the curs'd soil; and with humanity, 
(Deny'd Narcissa,) wish'd them all a gr#ve. 

Glows my resentment into guilt ? What guilt 
Can cqual violations of the dead ? 
The dead how sacred? Sacred is the dust 
Of this heaven-labour'd form, erect, divine! 
This heaven-assum'd majestic robe of carth, 
He deign'd to wear, who hung the vast expanse 
With azure bright, and cloath'd the sun in gold. 
When every passion sleeps that can offend ; 
When strikes us every motive that can melt; 
When man can wreak his rancour uncontroll'd, 
That strongest curb on insult and ill-will ; 
Then, spleen to dust! the dust of innocence ! 
An angel's dust !—This Lucifer transcends ; 
When he contended for the patriarch's bones, 
"TI was not the strife of malice, but of pride; 
The strife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall. 

Far less than this is shocking in a race 

Most wretched, but from streams of mutual love ; 
Ind uncreated, but for love divine; 
And, but for love divine, this moment, lost, 
By fate resorb'd, and sunk in endless night. 

lan hard cf heart to man ! of horrid things 
Most horrid ! mid stupendous, highly strange 
Yat oft his courtesies are smoother wrongs ; 
Pride brandishes the favours he confers, 
And contumelious his humanity : 
W at then his vengeance? Hear it not, ye stars? 
And thou, pale moon ! turn paler at the sound. 
Man is to man the $orcst, surest ill. 
A previcus blast foretels the rising storm; 
Cerwhelming turrets threaten exe they fall; 
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Volcanoes bellow ere they disembogue; 

Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws devour z 
And smoke betrays the wide-consuming tire : 
Ruin from man is most conceal'd when near, 
And sends the dreadful tidings in the blow. 

Is this the flight of Fancy? Would it were! 
Heaven's Sovereign saves all beings but himself, 
That hidcous sight, a naked human heart. 

Fir'd is the muse? and let the muse be far'd: 
Who not inflam'd, when what he speaks, he feels, 
And in the nerve most tender, in his friends ? 

hame to mankind! Philander had his focs; 

e felt the truths Ising, and I in him: 


But he, nor I, feel more. Past ills, Narcissa! 


Arc sunk in thee: thou recent wound of heart! 
Which bleeds with other cares, with other pangs; 
Pangs numerous, as the numerous ills that swarm'd 
O'er thy distinguish'd fate, and clust' ring there 
Thick as the locust on the land of Nile, | 
Made death more deadly, and more dark the grave, 
Reflect (if not forgot my touching tale) 

How was each circumstance with aspics arm'd! 

An aspic, each; and all, an hydra-woe. 

What strong herculean virtue could suffice ?— 

Or is it virtue to be conquer'd here? 

This hoary cheek a train of tears bedews, 


And each tear mourns its own distinct disrress ; 


And each distress, distinctly mourn'd, demands 
Of Grief still more, as heighten'd by the whole. 
A grief like this proprietors excludes; 


Not friends alone such obsequies deplore, 


They make mankind the mourner; carry sighs 
Far as the fatal Fame can wing her way, 

And turn the gayest thought of gayest age, | 
Down their right channel, thro' the vale of Death. 
| mp 
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The vale of Death! that husht Cimmerian vale, 
Where Dar#zess brooding o'er unfinish'd Fates, 
With raven wing incumbent, waits the day 
(Dread day !) that interdicts all future change. 
That subterrancan world, that land of ruin! 

Fit walk, Lorenzo, for proud human Thought ! 
There let my thought expatiate; and explore 
Balsamic truths, and healing sentiments, 

Of all most wanted, and most welcome, here. 

For gay Lorenxo's sake, and for thine own, 

My soul! © The fruits of dying friends survey; 
Expose the Vainof Life; 4 Life and Death; 
Give Death his culogy ; thy fear subdue; 

% And labour that first palm of noble minds, 

« A manly scorn of Terror from the tomb.“ 

This harvest reap from thy Narcissa's grave. 
As poets feign from Ajax? streaming blood 
Arose, with grief inscrib'd, a mournful flow'r ; 
Let wisdom blossom from my mortal wound. 

And rst, of dying friends; what fruit from these? 
Rich fruit this tempest in our bosom throws, 

Few minds will gather in our life's serene: 

It brings us more than triple aid; an aid 

To chace our thoughtles5ness, fear, pride, and guilt, 

Our dying friends come o'er us like a cloud, 
To damp our brainless ardors ; and abate 
That glare of life, which often blinds the wise. 
Our dying friends are pioneers, to smooth 
Our rugged pass to Death; to break those bars 
Ot Terror, and Abhorrence, Nature throws 
Cross our obstructed way; and, thus, to make 
Welcome, as safe, our port from every storm. 
Each friend by fate snatch'd from us, is a plume 
Pluck'd from the wing of human vanity, 


Which makes us stoop from our acriul — 
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And damp'd with omen of our own decease, 

On drooping pinions of Ambition lower'd, 

Just skim earth's surface, ere we break it up, 
O'er putrid pride to scratch a little dust, 

And save the world a nuisance. Smitten friends 
Are angels sent on errands full of love ; 


For us they languish, and for us they die: 


And shall they languish, shall they die in vain ? 

Ungrateful shall we grieve their hov'ring shades, 
hich wait the revolution in our hearts? 

hall we disdain their silent, soft address; 

Their posthumous advice, and pious prayer? 

Senseless, as herds that graze their hallow'd graves, 

Tread under foot their agonies and groans; 

Frustrate their anguish, and destroy their deaths? 
Lorenzo! no; the thought of Death indulge; 

Give it its wholesome empare, let it reign, 

That kind chastiser of the soul to joy | 

Its reign will spread thy glorious conquests far, 

And still the tumults of thy ruffled breast; 

Auspicious æra! golden days begin! 

The thought of Death, hall, like a God, inspire. 

Aud why not think on Death ? Is Life the theme 

Ot every thought ? and wish of every hour ? 

And song of every joy? Surprising truth! 

The beaten spaniel's fondness not so strange. 

To wave the numerous 2s that seite on lite 

As their own property, their lawful prey; 

Erc man has measured half his weary stage, 

His luxurics have left him no reserve, 

No maiden relishes, unbroach'd delights ; 

On cold-serv'd repetitions he subsists, . 

And in the tasteless present chews the past; 

Disgusted chews, and scarce can swallow down. 

Like lavish ancestors, his carlier years 
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Have disinherited his future hours, 
W hich starve on orts, and glean their former field. 
Live ever here, Lorenzo! shocking thought! 
So shocking, they who wish, disown it, too; 
Disown from shame, what they from folly crave. 
Live ever in the womb, nor see the light? 
For what live ever here? With labouring step 
To tread out former footsteps ? pace the round 
Eternal? To climb daily Life's worn wheel, 
Which draws up nothing new? To beat, and beat, 
The beaten track? To bid each wretched day 
The former mock ; to surfeit on the same, 
And yawn our joys ? or thank a miscry 
For change, tho' sad? To see what we have seen! 
Hear, till unheard the same old slobber'd talc ? 
To taste the tasted, and at each return 
Less tasteful ? O' er our palates to decant 
Another vintage? strain a flatter year, 
Thro' loaded vesscls, and a Jaxer tone? 
Crazy machines to grind earth's wasted fruits 
III-ground, and worse-concotted ; load, not life 
The rational foul kennels of excess! 
Still-streaming thorough-fares of dull Debauch ! 
Trembling cach gulp, lest Death should snatch the 
Such of our fine ones is the wish refin'd ! {| bowl, 
So would they have it: elegant desire! 
Why not invite the bellowing stalls, and wilds ? 
But such examples might their riot awe. | 
T'hro' want of virtue, that is, want of thought, 
( Tho” on bright thought they father all their flights ) 
To what arc they reduc'd ? To love, and hate 
The-same vain world; to censure, and cspousc 
This painted shrew of life, who calls them fool 
Each moment of cach day ; to flatter bad 
Thro' drcad of worse; to cling to this rude rock, 
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Barren, to them, of good, and sharp with ills, 
And hourly blacken'd with impending storms, 
And infamous for wrecks of human hope, — 
Scar'd at the gloomy gulph that yawns beneath. 
Such are their triumphs ! such their yup of joy ! 
Tis time, high time, to shift this dismal scene. 
This hugg'd, this hideous state, hat art can cure? 
One only; but that one, what all may reach ; 
Virtuc.— She, wonder-working goddess ! charms, 
That rock to bloom; and tames the painted Shrew z 
And what will more surprize, Lorenzo pives 
To Life's sick, nauscous iteration, change; 
And straitens Nature's circle to a line. 
Believ'st thou this, Lorenzo? Lend an car, 
A patient ear, thou'lt blush to disbelieve. 
A languid, leaden iteration reigns, 
And ever must o'er thosc, whose joys are joys 
Of sight, smell, taste: the cuckow-seasons sing 
The same dull note to such as nothing prize, 
But what those seasons, from the teeming carth, 
To doating Sense indulge: but nobler minds 
Which relish fruits unripen'd by the an, 
Make their day various; various as the dies 
he On the dove's neck, which wanton in s rays, 
vl, On minds of dove-like Innocence possest, 
On lightned minds that bask in Virtue's beams, 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing old revolves, 
In that, for which they long; for which they live. 
Their glorious efforts, wing'd with heavenly hope, 
Each rising Morning sees still higher rise; 
Each bounteous Dawn its novelty presents 
To worth maturing, new strength, lustre, fame; 
While Nature's circle, like a chariot wheel 
Rowling beneath their elevated aims, | 
Makes their fair prospett fairer every hour; 
| Advancing 
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Advancing virtue, in a line, to 5786s: 
Virtue, which Christian motives best inspire! 
And iss, which Christian schemes alone ensure. 

And shall we then, for Virtue's sake, commence 
Apostates? and turn infidels for joy? 

A truth it is, few doubt, but fewer trust, 

« He sins against hs life, who slights the next.” 
W hat is this life ? how few their tavourite know ! 
Fond in the dark, and blind in our embrace, 

By passionately loving Life, we make 

Lov'd Life unlovely ; hugging her to death. 

We give to time eternity's regard; 

And dreaming take our passage for our port. 

Life has no value as an end, but means ; 

An end deplorable ! a means divine 

When 'tis our all; 'tis nothing ; worse than nought ; 
A nest of pains : when held as nothing, much: 
Like some fair humourists, life is most enjoy'd, 
When courted least; most worth, when disesteem'd; 
Then 'tis the scat of comfort, rich in peace; 

In pros pect, richer far; important, awful! 

Not to be mention'd but with shouts of praisc ! 
Not to be thought on, but with tides of joy ! 

The mighty basis of eternal bliss ! 

Where now the barren roch? the painted shrew ? 
Where now, Lorenzo! Life's eternal round? 
Have I not made my triple promise gocd ? 

Vain is the world, but only to the vain. | 
To what compare we then this varying scene, 
Whose worth ambiguous rises, and declines ? 
Waxes, and wanes ? (In all propitious, N:g/t 
Assists me here) compare it to a moon; 

Dark in herself, and indigent: but rich 

In borrow'd lustre from a higher sphere: 
When gross Guilt interposes, labouring Earth 
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O'ershadow'd monrns a deep eclipse of joy; 
Her joys, at brightest, pallid to that fount 
Of full effulgent glory, whence they flow. 
Nor is that glory Aistant: Oh Lorenzo! 
A good man and an angel! These between 


How thin the barrier! What divides their fate? 


Perhaps a moment, or perhaps a year; 
Or if an age, it is a moment still; 


A moment, or eternity's forgot: 


Then be, what once they were, who now are gods 


Be what Philander was, and claim the skies. 


Starts timid Nature at the gloomy pass? 


The soft transition call it; and be chear'd : 


Such it is often, and why not to thee ? 

To hope the best is ptous, brave, and wise, 
And may itself procure, what it presumes. 

Life is much flatter'd, Death is much traduc'd ; 


Compare the rivals, aud the kinder crown. 
4 Strange competition! True Lorenzo ! strange! 


So little L:fe can cast into the scale. 

Life makes the Soul dependent on the dust ; 
Death gives her wings to mount above the spheres 2 
Thro' chinks, styl'd organs, dim Liſe peeps at light; 
Death bursts th' involving cloud, and all is day: 
All eye, all car, the disembody'd power. 

D-ath has feign'd evils, Nature shall not feel; 
Le, ills substantial, Wisdom cannot shun: 


Is not the mighty Mind, that son of Heaven ! 


By tyrant Le dethron'd, imprison'd, pain'd ? 
By Death enlarg'd, ennobled, deify'd ? 
Death but entombs the body; hte che soul. 
* is Death then guiltless ? how he marks his way 
«With dreadful waste of what deserves to shine? 


« Art, genius, fortune, elevated pow'r ! 


„With various lustres t4es5e light up the world, 
| | 2 
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Which Death puts out; and darkens human race.“ 
I grant, Lorenzo! this indictment just: 
The $age, peer, potentate, king, conqueror ! 


Deathhumblesthese z more barbarous L:fe, the max 


Life is the triumph of our mouldering clay; 
Death, of the spirit infinite! divine! 
Death has no dread but what frail Zzfe imparts ; 
Nor Life true joy, but what kind Death improves. 
No bliss has Lzfe to boast, till Death can give 
a greater; Life's a debtor to the grave, 

ark lattice ! letting in eternal day. 

Lorenzo ! blush at fondness for a liſe, 
Which sends telestial souls on errands vile, 
To cater for the sense; and serve at boards, 
Where every ranger of the wilds, perhaps 
Each reptile, justly claims our upper hand; 
Luxurious feast | a soul, a soul immortal, 
In all the dainties of a brute bemir'd ! 
Lorenzo ! blush at terror for a death, 
Which gives thee to repose in festive bowers, 
Where nectars sparkle, angels minister, 
And more than angels share, and raise, and crown, 
And eternize, the birth, bloom, bursts of bliss. 
O feast indeed luxurious ! Earth, vile carth ! 
In all the glories of a god array'd ; 
And beaming inextinguishable bliss. 


What need 1 more? O Death, the palm is thine. 


Then welcome, Death ! thy dreaded harbingers 
Age, and Disease; Disease, tho' long my guest; 


hat plucks my nerves, those tender strings of lite, 


Which pluck'd a little more, will toll the bell 
That calls my few friends to my funeral; 
Where feeble Nature drops, perhaps, a tear, 
While Reason and Religion, better taught, 
Congratulate the dead, and crown his tomb 
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„With wreath triumphant. Death is victory; 
It binds in chains the raging ills of life: 
© Lit and Ambition, Wrath and Avarice, 
„ Dragg'd at his chariot wheel, applaud his power. 
That ills corrosive, cares importunate, 
Are not immortal too, O Death! is thine. 
Our day of dissolution? Name it right; 
Tis our great pay-day; tis our harvest, rich 
And ripe; what tho' the sickle, sometimes Keen, 
Just scars us, as we reap the golden grain; 
More than thy balm, O G:/cad ! heals the wound. 
B:irith's feeble cry, and Death's deep dismal groan, 
Are slender tributes low-tax'd Nature pays, 
For mighty gain : the gain of each, a lite ! 
But O, the last the former so transcends, 
Life dies, compar'd : Life lives beyond the grave. 
And feel I, Death no joy from thought of thee ? 
Death, the great counsellor, who man 1inspires, 
With cvery nobler thought, and fairer deed ! 
Death, the dellverer, who rescues man 
Death, the rewarder, who the rescued crowns ! 
n, Death, that absolves my birth, a curse without it 
Nich death, that realizes all my cares, 
Teils, virtues, hopes; without it, a chimera ! 
Death, of ail pain the period, not of joy; 
Joy's source and Subject, still subsist unhurt, 


e One in my soul; and one, in her great sire, 
* 7 * * . 
ers Iho' the four winds were warring for my dust. 
t; Yes, and from winds, and waves, and central night, 


lite, I ho' prison'd there, my dust too I reclaim, 
{ Podust when drop proud nature's proudest spheres) 
And hve entire. Death is the crown of life; 
Was Death deny'd, poor man would live in vain 
Wis Death deny'd, to live woule not be life; 
| vas Drath dcny'd, even fouls would wish to die. 
Vith E 2 Death 
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Death wounds, to cure: we fall; we rise; we reign! 
Spring from our fetters; fasten in the skies; 
Where blooming Eden withers in our sight; 
Death gives us more than was in Eden lost. 

This king of terrors is the prince of peace. 

When shall I die to vanity, pain, death? 

When shall I die? — When shall I live for ever? 


END OP NIGHT THE THIRD. 
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CONTAINING OUR ONLY CURE FOR THE 


FEAR OF DEATH, AND PROPER SENTI-» 
MENTS OF HEART ON THAT INESTIMA-· 
BLE BLESSING, 


Cee === ——————— 


TO THE HONOURABLE 
MR. YORK. 
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MUCH indebted muse, O Vor! intrudes. 
Amid the smiles of Fortune, and of Youth, . 
Thine ear is patient of a serious song. 


Ho deep implanted in the breast of man 


The dread of Death ? I sing its sov'reign cure. 
Why start at Death? where is he? Death arriv'd, 

Is past; not come, or gone, he's never here. 

E'er hope, sensation fails; black-boding man 

Receives, not 51fers Death's tremendous blow. 

The knell, the shroud, the mattock, and the grave 3 
le 
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The deep damp vault, the darkness, and the worm, 3 
These are the bugbears of a winter's eve, v 
The terrors of the living, not the dead. A 
Imagination's fool, and Error's wretch, F 
Man makes a Death, which Nature never made; T 
Then on the point of his own fancy falls, V 
And feels a thousand deaths, in fcaring one. A 
But was Death frightful, what has Age to fear! N 
If prudent, Age should meet the friendly foe, 0 
And shelter in his hospitable gloom. 0 
I scarce can meet a monument, but holds M 
My younger; ev'ry date cries—* Come away.“ 
And what recalls me ? Look the world around, I' 
And tcll me what : the wisest cannot tell. A 
Should any born of woman give his thought ; A 
Full range on just Di5s/ike's unbounded field; WW 
Ot things, the vanity ; of men, the flaws ; T 
Flaws in the best; the many, flaw all o'er A 
As leopards spotted, or as Mthiops, dark; Re 
Vivacious 1/}; Good dying immature = 
(How immature, Narcissa's marble tells) V 
And at its death bequeathing endless pain; T. 
His heart, tho' bold, would sicken at the sigkt, Co 
And spend itself in sighs, for future scenes. Ar 
But grant to life (and just it is to grant Al 
To lucky life) some perquisites of joy; Im 
A time there is, when like a thrice-told tale, 2 
And that of no great moment, or delight, Ph 
Long-rifled life of sweet can yield no more, W. 
But from our comment on the comedy, Wi 
Pleasing reſedtions on parts well-sustain'd, V. 
Or pur pes d emendations where we fail'd, . 
Or . of plaudits from our candid Judge, Wi 
When, on their exit, souls are bid unrobe, Ca 


Toss Fortune back her tinsel, and her plume, 4 An 


* 
** 


And 


Court-favour, yet unta 


THE CHRISTIAN TRIUMPH. 87 


And drop this mask of flesh behind the scene. 


With me, that time is come; my world is dead; 


A now world rises, and new manners reign: 


Foreign comedians, a spruce band ! arrive 


To push me from the scene, or hiss me there. 


What a pert race starts up ? the strangers gaze, 

And I at them; my neighbour is unknown ; 

Nor that the worst; ah me ! rhe dire effect 

Of loit'ring here, of death defrauded long; 

Of old so gracious (and let that suffice) 

My very master knows me not. 
Shall I dare say, pecuhar is the fate? 


I've been so long remember'd, I'm forgot. 


An object ever pressing dims the sight, 

And hides behind its ardour to be scen: 

When in his courtiers ears J pour my plaint, 

They drink it, as the neCtar of the great; 

And squeeze my hand, and beg me come to-morrow; 


Refusal ! canst thou wear a smoother form? 


Indulge me, nor conceive, I drop my theme, 


Who cheapens life, abates the fear of Death ; 


Twice-told the period 3 on stubborn Troy, 
en, I besiege; 

Ambition's ill- judg'd effort to be rich. 

Alas] ambition makes my little, less; 

Imbittering the possess d: why wish for more? 

Wisking, of all employments is the worst; 

Philosophy's reverse! and Health's decay ! 


Was I as plump, as stall'd Theology, 


Wishing would waste me to this shade again. 
Was I as wealthy as a South-5ea Dream, 
Wisk:ng is an expedient to be poor. 
Wishing, that constant hedtic of a fool; 
Caught at a court, purg'd off by purer air, 
And simpler diet; gifts of rural life! 
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Blest be that hand divine, which gently laid 
My heart at rest, beneath this humble shed. 
The world's a stately bark, on dangerous seas, 
With pleasure seen, but boarded at our peril: 
Here, on a single plank, thrown safe ashore, 
I hear the tumult of the distant throng 
As that of seas remote, or dying storms; 
And mcditatc on scenes, more silent still; 
Pursue my theme, 'and tight the fear of Death. 
Here, like a shepherd gazing from his hut, 
Touching his reed, or leaning on his staif, 
Eager Ambition's fiery chace | see 
I sce the circling hunt, of noisy men, 
Burst laws enclosure, leap the mounds of right, 
Pursuing and pursued, each other's prey ; 
As wolves, for rapine; as the fox, for wiles; 
Till Death, that mighty hunter, carths them all. 
_ Why all this toll for triumphs of an hour? 
What, tho' we wade in wealth, or soar in fame, 
Earth's highest station ends in, here he lies,“ 
And dust to dust, concludes her nobjest song. 
If this song lives, posterity shall know 
One, tho' in Britain born, with courtiers bred, 
W ho thought even gold might come a day too late: 
Nr on his subtle deathbed plann'd his scheme 
For future vacancics in church, or state, 
Some avocation deeming it to die; 
Unbit by rage canine of dying rich; 
Guilt's blunder ! and the loudest laugh of Hell, 
O my cotvals! remnants of yourselves ! 
Poor human ruins, tott'ring o'er the grave! 
Shall we, shall aged men, like aged trees, 
Strike deeper their vile root, and closer cling, 
Still more enamour'd of this wretched soil? 
Shall our pale, wither d hangs be still stretch'd ont, 
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Trembling. at once, with eagerness and age? 


With avarice, and convulsions, grasping hard? 


| Grasping at air! for what has carth beside? 
Man wants but little; nor that little, long; 


How soon must he resign his very dust; 
Which frugal Nature lent him for an hour? 
Years unexperienc'd rush on numerous ils; 


And soon as man, expert from time, has found 
Theley of Life, it opes the gates of Death. 


When in this vale of years I backward look. 


And miss such numbers, numbers too of such, 
Firmer in health, and greener in their age, 


And striéter on their guard, and fitter far 


To play life's subtle game, I scarce believe 


I still survive; and am I fond of life, 
Who scarce can think it possible, I live? 
Alive by miracle! or, what is next, 


Alive by Mead ! If J am still alive, 


Who long have bury'd what gives life to live, 
Firmness of nerve, and energy. of thought. 
Lite's lee is not more $4allorw, than impure, 
And vapid; Sense, and Reason show the door, 
Call for my bier, and point me to the dust. 

O thou great Arbiter of life and death ! 
Nature's immortal, immaterial Sun 
Whose all- prolific beam, late call'd me forth 
From darkness, teeming darkness, where I lay 
The worm's interior, and, in rank, bencath 
The dust I tread on, high to bear my brow, 
To drink the spirit of the golden day, 
And triumph in existence; and could'st know 
No motive, but my bliss; and hast ordain'd 
A rise in blessing! with the Patriarch's joy, 
Thy call ] follow to the and unknown; 
I trust in thte, and know in whom 1 trust; 


59 


Or 


— 


o 
. 


- 2 — 


2 


ifs 


. — 
— 
223 


— 80 


yv 


a 


% 


1 


60 THE COMPLAINT. NIGHT 1V, 


Or life, or death, is equal ; neither weighs, Sc 
All weight in this -O let me live to thee ! Su 
Tho' Nature's terrors, thus, may be represt; spear. 
Still frowns grim Death; Guilt points the tyrant's In 
And whence all human guilt? From death forgo, M 


Ah me! too long I set at nought the swarm vw 
Of friendly warnings, which around me flew, At 
And smil'd unsmitten : small my cause to smile! Le 
Death's admonitions, like shafts upwards shot, öh 
More dreadful by delay, the longer ere Ar 
They strike our Cons: the deeper is their wound, Fa 
O think how deep, Lorenzo! here it stings; M. 


Who can appease its anguish ? How it burns! 
What hand the barb'd,cnvenom'd,thoughtcandraw? Fe 


f What healing hand can pour the balm of peace? Ot 
» And turn my sight undaunted on the tomb? Of 
bs With joy,—with grief, that healing hand I sc e An 

Ah! too conspicuous ! it is fix'd on high. 13 
b On high ?—what means my frenzy? 1 blaspheme; Stil 
F Alas! how low ! how far bencath the skies! 17. 


The skies it form'd; and now it blecds for me— An 
But blceds the balm I want yet still it & ; Ho 
Draw the dire steel—ah no !—the dreadful blessing In | 


What heart, or can sustain? or dares forego ? Th 
There hangs all human hope: that nail supports Did 
Our falling universe: that gone, we drop; he 
Horror receives us, and the dismal wish 
Creation had been smother' d in her birth — Sho 
Darkness his curtain, and his bed the dust; Wh 
When stars and sun are dust beneath his throne ! O 
In heaven itself can such indulgence'dwell ? er 
1 O what a groan was there ? a groan not /1s, Sup 
1 He seiz d Our dreadful right, the load sustain'd ; n 
1 And heav' d the mountain from a guilty world. Or ; 


A thousan d worlds 30 bought, were bought too dear. Wh 
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Sensations new in angels booms rise; 
Suspend their song; and make a pause in bliss. 

O tor their song to reach my lotty theme 
Inspire me, Night ! with all thy tuncful spheres! 
Much rather t40z { who dust those spheres inspire; 
Milet I with seraphs share scraphic themes, 

And show to men, the dignity . man; 

Lest 1 blaspheme my subject with my song. 

Shall Pagan Pages glow celcstial fiame, 

And Cristian, languish ? on our hearts, not heads, 
Falls the foul infamy : my heart! awake, 

What can awake thec, unawak'd by 1s, 


„ Expended Deity on human weal.”' 


Feel the great truths, which burst the tenfold night 
Of Heathen error, with a golden flood 
Of endless day: to feel, is to be fir'd ; 
And to believe, Lorenzo is to feel. 
Thou most indulgent, most tremendous Power! 
Still more tremendous, for thy wondrous /ave ! 
That arms, with awe more awful, thy commands; 
And foul transgression dips in seven-fold night. 
How our hearts tremble at thy love immense ! 
In love immense, inviolably just ! 
Thou, rather than thy jzstice should be stain'd, 
Didst stain the cross; and work of wonders far 
The greatest, that thy dearest far might bleed. 

Bold thought! shall I dare speak it? or repress ? 
Should man more 2xecrate orboast the guilt [flam'd? 
Which rous'd such vengeance ? which such love in- 
O'cr guilt (how mountainous!) with outstretch'd 
Stern Justice, andsoft-smiling Love, embrace, (arms 
Supporting, in full majesty, thy throne, 

hen seem'd its majesty to need support, 

Or that, or man inevitably lost ? 
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Cou'd labour such expedient from despair, 
And rescue both ? both rescue] both exalt ! 
O how are both exaltcd by the deed ! 
The wond'rous deed ; or shall I call it more? 
A wonder in Omnipotence itself ! 
A mystery, no less to gods than men! 

Not, thus, our infidels th' Eternal draw, 
A God all o'er, consummate, absolute, 8 
Full orb'd, in his whole round of rays complete: 
They set at odds heaven's jarring attributes; 
And, with one excellence, another wound; 
Maim heaven's perfection, break its equal bears, 
Bid Mercy triumph over—God himselt, 
Undeify'd by their opprobrious praise: 
A God all mercy, is a God unjust. 

Ye brainless wits ! ye baptiz d infidels ! 
Ye worse for mending ! wash'd to fouler stains ! 
The ransom was paid down the fund of heaven, 
Heaven's inexhaustible, exhausted fund, 
Amazing, and amaz'd, pour'd forth the price, 


All price beyond: tho curious to compute, 


Archangels fail'd to cast the mighty sum: 
Irs value vast ungrasp'd by minds create, 
For ever hides, and glows, in the Supreme. 

And was the ransom paid ? It was : and paid 
(What can exalt the bounty more?) for yor. 
The Sun beheld it—No, the shocking scene 


Drove back his chariot; e e veil'd his face; 


Not such as #/h/s5 ; not such as Nature makes; 
A midnight, Nature shudder'd to behold ; 

A midnight new ! a dread eclipse (without 
Opposing spheres) from her Creator's frown ! 


Sun] didst thou flee thy Maker's pain? or start 


At that enormous load of human guilt, cross; 


Which bow d his blesscd head; o'erwhelm'd ß 
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Made groan the centre; burst Earth's marble womb, 
With pangs, strange pangs! deliver'd of her dead ? 
Hell howl'd; and Hcav'n that hour let fall a tear; 
Heav'n wept, that men might smile! Heav'n bled, 
Might never die! that man 

And is devotion virtue? Tis compell a: (these? 
What heart of stone, but glows at thoughts, like 
Such contemplations mount us; and shou'd mount 
The mind still higher; nor ever glance on man, 


Unraptur'd, uninſtam'd.-- Where roll my thoughts 


To rest from wonders? Other wonders rise, 

And strike where'er they roll: my soul is caught; 
Heav'n'ss0vercign blessings clust'ring from the cross 
Rush on her in athrong, and close her round, 

Ihe prisoner of a maze !—in his blest /zfe, 

sce the path, and in his death, the prices 


And in his great accent, the proof supreme 


Of imwortality.— And did he rise? 
Hear, O ye nations! hear it, O ye dead! 
He rose! he rose! he burst the bars of Death, 
Lift up your heads, ye everlasting gates ! 
And give the King of Glory to come in. 
Who 1s the King of Glory? He who left 
H1s throne of glory, for the pang ot Death: 
Lift up your heads, ye everlasting gates! 
And give the King of Glory to come in. 
Mo is the King of Glory? He who slew 
1he ravenous foe, that gorg'd all human race! 
The King of Glory, he, whose glory till'd 
Heaven with amazement at his love to man 
And with divine complacency beheld 
Powers most illumin'd wilder'd in the theme. 
Phe theme, the joy, how then shall mar sustain? 
Oh the burst gates! crush'd5ting! detaglish ditions! 
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Last gasp! of vanquish'd Death. Shout carth and 


heaven! 

This Sum of Good, to man: whose nature, ther, 
Took wing and mounted with him from the tomb ? 
Then, then, I rose; then first Humanity 
Triumphant past the crystal ports of light, 
(Stupendous guest!) and sciz'd eternal youth, 
Sciz'd in our name. E'er since, tis blasphemous 
To call man mortal. Man's mortality 
Was, then, transfer'd to Death; and heaven's dura- 
Unalienably scal'd to this frail frame, [tion 
This child of dust. Man, all- immortal! hail; 
Hail, heaven! all-lavish of strange gifts to man 
Thine all the glory; man's the boundless bliss. 

Where am I rapt by this triumphant theme, 
On Christian Joy's exulting wing, above 
Th' Aonian mount? — Alas, small cause for joy 
What if to pain, immortal? If extent 
Of being, to preclude a close of woe ? 
Where, then, my boast of immortality ?— 
J boast it still, tho' cover'd o'er with guilt; 
For guilt, not innocence, his life he pour'd ; 
"Tis guilt alone can justify his death; | 
Nor that, unless his death can justify 
Relenting guilt in Heaven's indulgent sight. 
If sick of folly, 1 relent ; he writes 
My name in heaven, with that inverted spear 
(A spear deep- dipt in blood i) which pierc'd his side, 
And open'd there a fount for all mankind 


2 


Who strive, who combat crimes, to drink, and live! F 


This, only this subdues the fear of Death. 

And what is this ?—Survey the wond'rous cure? 
And at each step, let higher wonder rise! 
Pardon for infinite oftence ! and pardon 
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« Thro' mcans, that speak its value infinite! 


A pardon bought with blood! with blood divine! 


« With blood divine of him, I made my foe ! 

« Persisted to provoke ! tho' woo'd, and aw'd, 
« Blest, and chastiz'd, a flagrant rebel still! 

©« A rebel *midst the thunders of his throne ! 

« Nor I alone! a rebel universc ! 

My species up in arms! not one exempt | 
Vet for the foulest of the foul, he dies. 


Most joy'd, for the redeem'd from 5 wh guilt? 


As if our race was held of highest rank; 

« And godhead dearcr, as more kind to man!“ 
Bound every hcart! and every bosom burn | 

Oh what a scale of miracles is here!. 

Its lowest round, high-planted on the skies; 

Its tow'ring summit lost beyond the thought 

Of man, or angel: oh that I could climb 

The wonderful ascent, with equal praise 

Pratse! flow for ever, (if astonisument 

Will give thee leave) my praise! for ever flow; 

Praise ardent, cordial, constant, to high heaven 


More fragrant, than Arabia sacrific'd ; 


And all her spicy mountains in a flame. 

So dear, so due to heaven, shall Praise descend 
With her soft plume, (from plausive angels wing 
First pluck'd by man) to tickle mortal cars, 
Thus diving in the pockets of the great? 

Is Praise the perquisite of every paw, 

Tho' black as hell, that grapples well for gold? 
Oh love of gold! thou meanest of amours ! 

Shall Prai ze her odours waste, on Virtuc's dead, 
Embalm the base, perfume the stench of guilt, 
Narn dirty bread, by washing Ethiops fair, 
Removing filth, or sinking it from sight, 

A scaven ger in SCENES, Where Vacant posts, 
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Like gibbets yet untenanted, expect 
Theirfuture ornaments? From courts, and thrones | 
Return, apostate Praise Thou vagabond! [ 
Thou prostitute ! to thy first love return, a 
Thy first, thy greatest, once, unrivall'd themo. 
There flow redundant; like Meander flow, 
Back tothy fountain ; to that parent power, 
Who gives the tongue to sound, the thought to soar, 
The soul to Be. Men homage pay to men, 
Thoughtless beneath whos. dreadful eyc they bow 
In mutual awe profound, of clay to clay, 
Of guilt ro guilt, and turn their backs on thee, | 
Great Sire! whom thrones celestial ceascless sing; 
To prostrate angels, an amazing scene 
Oh the presumption, of man's awe for man! | 
Man's 7 End! Restorer ! Law! and Judge! F 
Thine, all; day thine, and thine this gloom of Nig t, 
With all her wealth, with all her radiant worlds : 
What, night eternal, but a frown from thee ? 
What, heaven's meridian glory, but thy smile? 
And shall not yraise be thine ? not human praise 
While heaven's high host on kha/le/ujahs hve ? 
Oh may I breathe, no longer, than I breathe 
My soul in praise to him, who gave my soul, 
And all her infinite of prospect fair, 
Cut thro' the shades of hell, great love! by thee 
Oh most adorable ! most unador'd ! 
Where shall that praise begin, which ne'er should 
Wherc'er I turn, what claim on all applause? [end 
How is N:zht's sable mantle labour'd o'er, 
How richly wrought, with attributes divine ![ pomp, 
What WW:sdom $hines! what Love ! this midnight 
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This gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlay'd, D 
Built with divine ambition! nought to thee; 1 


For others this profusion: thou, apart, 


Above Fl 
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Above, beyond! oh tell me, mighty mind! 
Where art thou? shall I dive into the Dee? 
Call to the Sn, or ask the roaring Winds, 
For their Creator? shall I question loud 


The Thunder, if in that th Almighty dwells ? 
Or holds he furious Storms in streighten'd reins, 


And bids fierce Whirlwinds wheel his rapid car? 


What mean these questions ?—trembling I re- 


My prostrate soul adores the present God; [tratt ; 


Praise Ja distant deity? He tunes | 

My voice (if tun'd,) the nerve, that writes,zustains, 
Wrapp'd in his being, I resound his praise: | 
But tho” past A// diftus'd, without a shore, 

His essence; /ocal is his throne, (as meet) 

To gather the dispers'd (as standards call, 

The listed from afar) to fix a point, 

A central point, collective of his sons 


Since finite, ev'ry nature, but his own, 


The nameless He, whose nod is Nature's birth; 
And Nature's shield, the shadow of his hand; 
Her dissolution, his suspended smile; 

The great First-Last ! pavilion'd high he sits 

In darkness, from excessive splendor, born, 

By gods unseen, unless, through lustre lost. 

His glory, to created glory, bright, 

As that, to central horrors; he looks down 

On all that soars; and spans immensity. 

Tho' Night unnumber'd worlds unfolds to view, 
oundless creation! what art thou? a beam, 

A meer effluvium of his Majesty: 


And shall an atom of this atom- world 


Mutter in dust, and sin, the theme of heaven? 
Down to the centre $hou'd I send my thought, 
Thro' beds of glittering ore, and glowing gems, 
Their beggar'd blaze wants lustre for my lay 8 
| Oe 
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Goes out in darkness: if, on tow'ring wing, 

I send it thro' the boundless vault of stars; 

The stars tho” rich, what dross their gold to Thee, 
Great! good! wise! wonderful! eternal King ? 
If to those conscious Stars thy throne around, 
Praise ever-pouring, and imbibing bliss, 

And ask their strain; they want it, more they want; 
Poor, their abundance, humble their sublime, 
Languid their energy, their ardor cold, 

Indebted still, their highest rapture burns 

Short of its mark, defective, tho” divine. 

Still more--this theme is man's, and man's alone; 
Their vast appointments reach it not; they sce 
On earth a bounty, not indulg'd on high; 

And downward look for heaven's superior praise 
First- born of Æther! high in fields of light 
View man, to see the glory of your God! 

Cou'd angels envy, they had envy'd here; 

And some did envy; and the rest, tho' gods, 

Yet still gods unredeem'd, (there triumphs man, 
T<mpted to weigh the dust against the ies) 
They less wou'd feel, tho' more adorn, my theme. 
They sung Creation, (for in that they shar'd) 
How rose in melody, the child of love! 
Creation's great superior, man! is thine; 

Thine is Redemption; they just gave the key, 
"Tis thine to raise, and eternize, the song; 

Tho' human, yer divine; for shou'd not 2/75 
Raise man o'er man, and kindle seraphs here ? 
Redemption] "twas creation more zublime; 
Redemption ! "twas the labour of the skies; 

Far more than labour It was death in heaven. 
A truth so strange 'twere bold to think it true; 
If not far bolder still, to disbclieve. 

Here pause, and ponder: was there death * 0 f 
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| What then on carth?on earth whichstruck the blow? 
Who struck it? who ?—O how is man enlarg'd 


Seen thro' this medium? how the pigmy tow'rs? 
How counterpois'd his origin from dust ? 
How counterpois'd to dust his sad return? 
How voided his vast distance from the skies? 
How near he presses on the seraph's wing? 
Which is the seraph ? which the born of clay ? 
How this demonstrates, thro' the thickest cloud 
Of guilt, and clay condens'd, the Son of Heaven ? 
The double Son; the made, and the re-made ; 
And shall heaven's double property be lost? 
Man's double madness only can destroy. 
To man the bleeding cross has promis'd all; 
The bleeding cross has sworn eternal grace; 
Who gave his life, what grace shall he deny ? 
O ye! who from this Roc# of Ages, leap 
Disdainful, plunging headlong in the deep! 
What cordial joy, what consolation strong 
Whatever winds arise, or billows roll, 
Our interest in the master of the storm ? 
Cling there, and in wreck'd Nature's ruins smile; 
While vile apostates tremble in a calm. 

Man? know thyself; all wisdom centres there: 
To none man seems ignoble, but to man; 
Angels that grandeur, men o'crlook, admire : 
How long shall human nature be their book, 
Degenerate mortal! and unread by thee? . 
The beam dim reason sheds shows wonders there, 
What high contents? illustrious faculties ? 
But the grand comment, which displays at full 


Our human height, scarce sever'd from divine, 


By heaven compos'd, was publish'd on the cross ! 
Who looks on that, and sces not in himself 
An awful stranger, a terrestrial god? 


A glarious 


70 THE COMPLAINT. NIGHT I Y 


A glorious partner with the Deity 

In that high attribute, immortal life? 

If a God bleeds, he bleeds not for a worm: 

T gaze, and as I gaze, my mounting soul 
Catches strange fire, eternity! at thee, 

And drops the world—or rather, more enjoys: 
How chang'd the face of nature? how improved! 
What scem' d a chaos, shines a glorious world, 
Or, what a world, an Eden; heighten'd all! 
It is another scene! another self 

And still another, as time rolls along, 

And that a gelf far more illustrious still. 
Beyond long ages, 2 roll'd up in shades, 
Unpierc'd by bold Conjecture's keenest ray, 
What evolutions of surprizing fate? 

How Nature opens, and receives my soul 


In boundless walks of raptur'd thought? where gods | 


Encounter, and embrace me! what new births 
Of strange adventure, foreign to the sun, 


Where what now charms, perhaps, whate'er exists, 


Old Time, and fair Creation, are forgot ? 

Is this extravagant? of man we form 
Extravagant conception; to be just: | 
Conception uncontin'd wants wing to reach him: 
Beyond its reach the godhcad only more. 
He, the great father! kindled at one flame 
The world of rationals ; one spirit pour'd 
From $pirits awful fountain ; pour'd himself 
Thro' all their souls; but not in equal stream, 
Profuse, or frugal of th' inspiring god, 

As his wise plan demanded ; and when past 
Their various trials, in their various sphercs, 
If they continue rational, as made, 

1 them all into himself again; 


His throne their centre, and his smile their crown. Þ 
| Why 
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hy doubt we, then, the glorious truth to sing, 

Tho! yet unsung, as deem'd perhaps too bold? 

* ry are men of a superior kind; 

Angels are men in lighter habit clad, 

High o' er celestial mountains wing' d in flight z 
And men are angels, loaded for an hour, 

d) Who wade this miry vale, and climb with pain, 

And slippery step, the bottom of the steep: 

Angck their failings, mortals have their praise; 
While kere of corps etherial, such enroll'd, 
And summon'd to the glorious standard soon, 

"Which flames eternal crimson thro' the skies. 
Nor are our brothers thoughtless of their kin, 
Vet absent; but not absent from their love. 
Michael has fought our battles; Raphael sung 
Our triumphs; Gabriel on our errands flown; 


rods Sent by the Sovereign: and are these, O man! 

I Thy friends, thy warm allies? and thou (Shame 
The cheek to cinder) rival to the brute? [burn 

ists, Religions all. Descending from the skies 


'To wretched man, the goddess in her left 
Holds out is world, and in her right the next; 
Religion the sole voucher man is man; 
m: | Supporter sole of man above himself; 
Even in this night of frailty, change and death, 
She gives the soul a soul that acts a god. 
Religion! providence ! and after-state 
Here is firm footing ; here is solid rock ; 
a This can support us; all is sea besides, 
Sinks under us; bestorms, and then devours. 
His hand the good man fastens on the skies, 
And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl. 
As when a wretch, from thick, pollu ed air, 
Darkness, and stench, and suffocating damps, 
own. And dungeon horrors, by kind fate, discharg'd, 
Why | Climbs 
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Climbs some fair eminence, where ether pure 

Surrounds him, and elysian prospects rise, 

His heart exults, his spirits cast their load, 

As if new- born, he triumphs in the change; 

So joys the soul, when from inglorious aims, 

And sordid sweets, from feculence and froth 

Of ties terrestrial, set at large, she mounts, 

To reason's region, her own element, 

Breaths hopes immortal, and affects the skies. 
Religion ! thou the soul of happiness; 

And groaning Calvary, of thee! There shine 

The noblest truths; there strongest motives sting! 

There, sacred Violence assaults the soul; 

There, nothing but Compulsion is forborn. 

Can Love allure us? or can Terror awe ? 

He weeps the falling drop puts out the sun; 

He sighs !—the sigh earth's deep foundation $hakes, 

If, in his love, $0 terrible, what then Sy 

His wrath inflam'd ? his tenderness on fire ? 

Like soft, smooth oil, outblazing other fires ? 

Can prayer, can praise avert it: — Thou, my 4/:/ 

My theme! my inspiration! and my crown ! 

My strength in age! my rise in low estate! 

My soul's ambition, pleasure, wealth !—my world 

My light in darkness! and my life in death ! 

My boast thro' time! bliss thro” eternity! 

Eternity, too short to speak thy praise! 

Or fathom thy profound of love to man ! 

To man, of men the meanest, even to me; 

My sacrifice ! my God! what things are these 
What then art thou? by what name shall I call 

Knew I the name devout arch-angels use, | thee ? 

Devout areh- angels shou'd the name enjoy, 

By me unrival'd; thousands more sublime, 


None half so dear, as that, which tho“ unspoke, 5 
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Still glows at heart; O how Omnipotence 
Is lost in love! Thou great Philanthropist ? 


Father of * but the friend of Man! 
Like Jacob, 8 
Thou, who didst save him, snatch the smoaking 


ondest of the younger born 


brand 


From out the flames, and quench it in thy blood ! © 
How art thou pleas'd, by bounty to distress ! 

To make us groan beneath our gratitude, 

Too big for birth! to favour, and confound ! 

To challenge, and to distance, all return 

Of lavish Love stupendous heights to soar, 


And leave Praise panting in the distant vale! 
Thy right too great defrauds thee of thy due; 
And sacrilegious our sublimest song. 


Hut since the naked Vill obtains thy smile, 
Beneath this monument of praise zxpaid, 


And future life symphonious to my strain, 
(That noblest hymn to Heaven I) for ever lye 
Intomb'd my Fear of Death! and every fear, 
The dread of every evil, but thy frown, 
Whom see I yonder, so demurely smile? 


| Laughter a labour, and might break their rest. 


Ye Quietists, in homage to the skies! 
Serene | of soft address ! who mildly make 
An unobtrusive tender of your hearts, 


Abhorring violence! who halt indeed, 


Fut for the blessing ꝛwrestle not with Heaven 


Think you my song, too turbulent? too warm ? 


Are Passions then, the pagans of the soul? 
Reason alone baptiz d? alone ordain d 

To touch things sacred Oh for warmer still 
Guilt chills my zeal, and age benumbs my pow'rs; 
Oh for an humbler heart, and prouder song 


| Thou, my much injur* d - ! with that Soft eye 


Which 
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Which melted o'er doom'd Salem, deign to look 
Compassion to the coldness of my breast; 
And pardon to the winter in my strain. 

Oh ye cold-hearted, frozen, Formalists ! 
On such a theme, tis impious to be calm; 
Passion is Reason, Transport Temper here ; 
Shall Heaven which gave us ardor, and has shewn 
Her own for man so strongly, not disdain 
What smooth emollients in theology, 
Recumbent Virtue's downy doctors preach, 
That prose of Piety, a lukewarm praise? 
Rise odours sweet from incense uninflam'd ? 


Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout ; 
But when it glows, its heat is struck to Heaven; c 
To human hcarts her golden harps are sﬆrung; 1 
High Heaven's orchestra chaunts amen to man. ] 
Hear I, or dream I hcar, their distant strain, 1 
Sweet to tlie soul, and tasting strong of Heaven, 7 
Soft-watted on celestial Pzty's plume, 7 
Thro' the vast spaces of the universe, L 
To chear me, in this melancholy gloom ? 1 
Oh when will Death (now stingless) like a friend, 
Admit me of their chow 2 Oh when will Death, T 
This mould'ring, old, partition-wall thrown down, 
Give bcings, one in nature, one abode ? = R: 
Ol Death divine! that gives us to the skies. In 
Great Future ! glorious patron of the past, A 
And present] when shall I thy shrine adore? Ot 
From nature's cu t immòusely wide, Le 
Immenscly blest, this little 2% of Life, Re 
'{ his dark, incarcerating colony, Of 


Divides us. Happy day! that breaks our chan; W Of 
That manumits; that calls from exile home; | 
Thar leads to Nature's great metropults, 

Aad re-adimits us, thro' the guardian hand 


* 


in 
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Of elder brothers, to our father's throne; 
Who hears our advocate, and thro' his wounds 
Beholding man, allows that tender name. 
'Tis this makes Ghristian Triumph, a command: 
'Tis this makes joy a duty to the wise; | 
'Tis impious, in a good man, to be sad. | 
Scest thou Lorenzo ! where hangs all our hope? 
Touch'd by the cross we livez or, more than dic ; 
. touch which touch'd not angels; more 
ivine 


Than that, which touch'd confusion into form, 


And darkness into glory: partial teu, 

Ineffably pre- eminent regard ! | 

Sacred to man, and sovereign thro' the whole 
Long golden chain of miracles, which hangs 

From Heaven thro' all duration, and supports 

In one illustrious, and amazing plan, 9 
Thy welfare, Nature ! and thy God's renown; 
That touch, with charm celestial, heals the soul 


Diseas'd, drives pain from guilt, lights life in death, 


Turns earth to Heaven; to heavenly thrones 


transforms 
The ghastly ruins of the mould'ring tomb. 

Do'st ask me when? when He who dy'd returns; 
Returns, how chang'd! where then the man of woc? 
In glory's terrors all the Godhead burns; 

And all his courts exhausted by the tide 

Of deities triumphant in his train 

Leave a Stupendous solitude in Heaven 

Replenisht soon; replenisht with encrease 

Ot pomp, and multitude ; a radiant band 
s new; of angels from the tomb. 


Of ** 
Is this by fancy thrown remote? and rise 


Dark doubts between the promise and event ? 


Lend thee not to volumes for thy cure; 
H 2 Read 
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Read Nature; Nature is a friend to truth ; | 
Nature is christian, preaches to mankind; 
And bids dead matter aid us in our creed. 
Hast thou ne'erseen the comet's flaming flight? 
Th' illustrious stranger, passing, terror sheds of 
On gazing nations, from his fiery train | 
Of length enormous; takes his ample round 
Thro' depths.of Ether; coasts unnumber'd world, 
Of more than solar glory; doubles wide 
Heaven's mighty cape, and then revisits earth, 
* From the long travel of a thousand years. 
ph Thus, at the destin'd period, shall return 
He, once on earth, who bids the comet blaze ; 
1 And with him all our triumph o'er the tomb. 
uh Nature is dumb on this important point; 
5 Or Hope precarious in low whisper breathes: 
. Faith speaks aloud, distinct; even adders hear, 
* But turn, and dart into the dark again. 
N Faith builds a bridge across the gulph of Death, 
14 To break the shock blind Nature cannot shun, 
4 And lands Thought smoothly on the farther shore. 
8 | Death's terror is the mountain Faith removes; 
. That mountain barrier between man and 3 
. Tis Faith disarms Destruction; and absolves, 
0 From every clamorous charge, the guiltless tomb. 
0 Why disbelieve? Lorenzo —“ Reason bids, 
% All.sacred Reason. — Hold her sacred still; 
Nor shalt thou want a rival in thy flame: 
All-sacred Reason! source, and soul, of all 
Demanding praise on earth, or earth above! 
My heart is thine: deep in its inmost folds, 
Live thou with life; live dearer of the two. 
Wear J the blessed cross, by Fortune stampt 
On passive Nature, before Thought was born ; 
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| | My birth's blind bigot? fir ' d with local zeal? 


' 


s, | 


No; Reason rebaptiz'd me when adult; 

' Weigh'd true and false in her impartial scale; 
My heart became the convert of my head; 

And made that choice, which once was but my fate. 


« On argument alone my Faith is built:“ 


Reason pursu'd is Faith; and unpursu'd 


Ny \ 


Where proof invites, tis Reason, then, no more: 
And such our proof, that, or our Faith is right, 
Or Reason lies, and Heaven design'd it wrong : 
Absolve we this? what, then, is blasphemy ? 
Fond as we are, and justly fond of Faith, 
Reason, we grant, demands our first regard, 
The mother honour'd, as the daughter dear; 
Reason the root, fair Faith is but the flower; 
The fading flower shall die; but Reason lives 
Immortal, as her father in the skies. 
When Faith is virtue, Reason makes it so. 
Wrong not the Christian, think not Reason yours ; 


*Tis Reason our great Master holds so dear; 


'Tis Reason's injur'd rights his wrath resents; 
'Tis Reason's voice obey'd his glories crown; 
To give lost Reason life, he pour'd his own: 
Believe, and show the reason of a man; 


Believe, and taste the pleasure of a God; 
| Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb: 


Thro' Reason's wounds alone, thy Faith can die, 
Which dying, tenfold terror gives to Death, 
And dips in venom his twice-mortal sting. 

Learn hence what honours, what loud Pæans due 
To those, who push our anti dote aside; 
Those boasted friends to Reason, and to Mar, 
Whose fatal love stabs every joy, and leaves 
Death's texror heighten'd gnawing on his heart. 

H 3 These 
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These pompous sons of Reason idoliz'd, 

And vilify'd at once; of Reason dead, 

Then deify'd, as monarchs were of old, | 

What conduct plants proud laurels on their brow ? 

While Love of Truth thro? all their camp resounds, 

They draw Pride's curtain o'er the noon · tide ray, 

Spike up their inch of reason, on the point | 

Of. philosophic wit, call d argument, 

And then exulting in their taper, cry, 

„ Behold the sun: and Indian-like, adore. 
Talk they of zorals? O thou bleeding love! 

Thou maker of vero morals to mankind ! 


The grand morality is love of thee. 


As wise as Socrates, if such they were, 

(Nor will they bate of that sublime renown) 

As wise as Socrates, might justly stand 

The definition of a modern fool ; | 

A Christian Tis the highest style of man. 

And is there, who the blessed cross wipes off 

As a foul blot, from his dishonour'd brow ? 

If angels tremble, tis at such a sight: | 

The wretch they quit, desponding of their charge, 

More struck with grief or wonder, who can tell? 
Ye sold to sense] ye citizens of earth! 

(For such alone the Christian banner fiee) 

Know ye how wise your choice, how great your 

Behold the pifture of earth's happiest man: [gain 

« He calls his wish, it comes; he sends it back, 

And says, he call'd another; that arrives, 

Meets the same welcome; yet he still calls on; 

& Pill one calls him, who varies not his call, 

« But holds him fast, in chains of darkness bound, 

“% Till Nature dies, and Judgment sets him free ; 

6 A freedom, far less welcome than his chain.“ 

| Lai | But 
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But grant man happy; grant him happy long; 
Add to Life's highest prize her latest hour; 


That hour, so late, is nimble in approach, 

That; like a post, comes on in full career; 

How swift the shuttle flies, that weaves thy shroud ? 
Where is the fable of thy former years? 
Thrown down the gulph of time ; as far from thee 
As they had ne'er been thine; the day in hand, 
Like a bird struggling to get loose, is going; 
Scarce now possess'd, so suddenly tis gone; 

And each swift moment fled, is Death advanc'd 
By strides as swift: eternity is all; 

And whose eternity ? who triumphs there ? 
Bathing for ever in the font of bliss ! 

For ever basking in the Deity ! 

Lorenzo! who?—thy conscience shall reply. 

O give it leave to speak; twill speak ere long, 
Thy leave unaskt: Lorenzo ! hear it now, 
While useful its advice, its accent mild. 

By the great edict, by divine decree, 

Iruth is deposited with man's last hour; 

An honest hour, and faithful to her trust. 

Truth, eldest daughter of the Deity ; 

Truth, of his council, when he made the worlds, 

Nor less, when he shall judge the worlds he made; 

Tho? silent long, and sleeping ne'er so sound, 

dmother'd with errors, and opprest with toys, 

That Heaven-commission'd hour no sooner calls, 

Bur from her cavern in the soul's abyss, 

Like him they fable under tua whelm'd, 

The goddess An in thunder, and in flame; 

Loudly convinces, and Severely pains. 

Dark Demons I discharge, and Hydra-stings, 

{he keen vibrations of bright Truth—is Hell 1 
uct 
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Just definition! tho' by schools untaught. 

Ye deaf to truth! peruse this parson'd page, 
And trust, for once, a prophet, and a priest, 
Men may live fools, but tools they cannot die. 


END OF NIGHT THF FOURTH, 


THE 


COMPLAINT. 


NIGHT v. 


THE RELAPSE. 


To the Right Honourable 


THE EARL OF LITCHFIELD, 


ORENZO! to recriminate is just, 
— Fondness for fame is avarice of air. 

I grant the man is vain, who writes for praise. 
Praise no man e'er deserv'd, who sought no more, 
As just thy gecond charge, I grant the muse 

Has often blush'd at her degenerate sons, 

Retain'd by Sense to plead her filthy cause; 

To raise the low, to magnify the mean, 

And subtilize the gross into refin'd : 

As if to magick numbers powerful charm 

Twas giv'n, to make a c:vet of their song 

Obscene, and sweeten ordure to pertume. 

Wit, a true Pagan, deifies the brute, 

And lifts our swine- enjoy ments from the mire, 
== | The 
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The fact notorious, nor obscure the cause. 
We wear the chains of Pleasure, and of Pride; 
These share the man; and these distract him too; 
Draw different ways, and clash in their commands. 
Pride, like an eagle, builds among the stars; 
But Pleasure, lark-like, nests upon the ground. 
Joys shar'd by brute- creation, Pride resents; 
Pleasure embraces: man would both enjoy, 
And both at once: a point how hard to gain 
But what can't Wit, when stung by strong Desire? 
Wit dares attempt this arduous enterprize. 
Since joys of Sense can't rise to Reason's taste; 
In subtle Sophistry's laborious forge, 
Vit hammers out a reason new, that stoops 
To sordid scenes, and greets them with applausec, 
Wit calls the Graces the chaste zone to loose; 
Nor less than a plump God to fill the bowl. 
A thousand phantoms, and a thousand spells, 
A thousand opiates scatters to delude, 
To fascinate, inebriate, lay asleep, | 
And the fool'd mind delightfully confound, [ more; 
Thus that which shock'd the judgment, 5hocks ne 
That which gave Pride offence, no more offends. 
Pleasure and Pride, by nature mortal foes, 
At war eternal which in man shall reign, 
By Wit's address, patch up a fatal peace, 
And hand in hand lead on the rank debauch, 
From rank, refin'd to delicate and gay. 
Art, cursed Art! wipes off th' indebted blush 
From Nature's ond bronzes every shame. 
Man smiles in ruin, glories in his guilt, 
And Infamy stands candidate for praise. 
All writ by man in favour of the soul, 
These 5en5ual Ethicks far, in bulk, transcend. 


The flow'rs of Eloquence profusely pour'd 
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Oer spotted Vice, fill half the Jetrer'd world. 
Can pow'rs of Genius exorcise their page, 
And consecrate enormities with song? 


But let not these inexpiable strains 


Condemn the muse that knows her dignity, 
Nor 3 at Iime, but holds the world 


As tis, in Nature's ample ficld, a point, 
A point in her esteem ; from whence to start, 
And run the round of universal space, 


Io visit being universal there, 


And being's source, that utmost flight of mind! 
Vet spite of this so vast circumference, 
Welt knows, but what is Mι⁰οe, nought is great. 
Sing zirens only? Do not angels sing? 
There is in Poesy a decent pride, 
Which well becomes her when she speaks to Proxe, 
Her younger sister, haply, not more wise. 

Think'st thou, Lorenzo to find pastimes here? 
No guilty passion blown into a flame, 
No toible flatter'd, dignity disgrac'd, 
No fairy field of fiction all on flower, 
No rainbow colours, here, or silken tale; 


But solemn counsels, images of awe, 


Truths, which eternity lets fall on man 

With double weight, thro' these revolving spheres, 
This death-deep silence, and incumbent sbade. 
ſhoughts, such as shall revisit your last hour; 
Visit uncall'd, and live when life expires ; 

And thy dark pencil, Midnight!“ darker still 


In melancholy dipp'd, embrowns the whole. 


Yer this, even this, my laughter-loving friends ! 


| Lorenzo! and thy brothers of the smile! 


If what imports you most can most engage, 
dhall steal your ear, and chain you to my song. 
Or it you fail me, know, the wise shall taste 


The 
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The truths Ising; the truths I sing shall feel, 
And feeling give assent; and their assent 5 
Is ample recompence, is more than praise. 

But chiefly thine, O Litchfield! nor mistake; 
Think not un- introduc'd I force my way 
Narcissa, not unknown, not unally'd, 

By virtue, or by blood, illustrious youth! 

To thee, from blooming amaranthine bowers, 
Where all the language harmoay, descends 
Uncall'd, and asks admittance for the muse. 

A muse that will not pain thee with thy praise; 
Thy praiseshe drops, by nobler still inspir'd. 

O thou! blest Spirit! whether, the Supreme, 
Great antemundane Father] in whose breast 
Embrio- creation, unborn being dwelt, 

And all its various revolutions roll'd 

Present, tho? future; prior to themselves; 
Whose breath can blow it into nought again; 
Or, from his throne some delegated pow'r, 


Who, studious of our peace, dost turn the thought 


From vain and vile, to solid and sublime 
Unscen thuu lead'st me to delicious draughts 
Of inspiration, from a purer stream, 

And fuller of the God, than that which burst 
From fam'd Castalia; nor is yet allay' d 
My sacred thirst ; tho' long my soul has rang'd 
Through pleasing paths of moral, and divine, 
By thee sustain'd, and lighted by the stars. 

By them best lighted are the paths of thought ; 
Nights are their days, their most illumin'd hours, 
By day, the soul o'erborn by Life's career, 
Stunn'd by the din, and giddy with the glare, 
Reels far from Reason, ostled by the throng. 
By day the soul is passive, all her thoughts 
Impos'd, precarious, broken, ere mature. 


| 4455 Acts With double force, by few repell'd. 
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By night, from objects free, from passion cool. 
Thoughts uncontroul'd, and unimpress d, the births 
Of pure election, arbitrary range, 
Not to the limits of one world confin'd ; 
But from ethereal travek light on earth, 
As voyagers drop anchor, for repose. | 

Let Indians, and the gay, like Indians, fond 
Of feather'd fopperics, the sun adore : 
Darkness has more divinity for me; 
It strikes thought mward, it drives back the soul 
To settle on herself, our point supreme 
There lies our theatre; there sits our judge. 
Darkness the curtain drops o'er Life's dull scene; 
'T's the kind hand of Providence stretch'd out 
"P'wixt man and vanity; tis Reason's reign, 
Aud Firtue's too; these tutelary shades 
Are man's asylum from the tainted throng. 
Nis the good man's friend, and guardian too; 
It no less rescues Virtue, than ingpires. 

Virtua for ever frail, as fair, below, 
Her tender nature suffers in the crowd, 
Nor touches on the world, without a stain; 
The world's infectious; few bring back at eve 
i! maculate, the manners of the morn. 
Something we tHoug ht, is blotted ; we resolo d, 
I; shaken: we rexounc'd, returns again. 
ach $a/ztat/9n may slide in a sin 
Unrhougit before, or fix a former flaw. 
Nor is it Strange, /ight, motion, concuurse, noise. 
f.!! Carter us abroad; Thought, outward- bound 
Weglectful of our home- affairs, flies off 
i 1.6 and dissipation, quits her charge, 
2.14 lKavet the breast unguarded to the toe. 
Fete nt example gets within our guard, 
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Ambition fires ambition; {ove of gain 

Strikes, like a pestilence, from breast to breast; 
Riot, Pride, Perfidy, blue vapours breathe ; 
And Inhupmanity is caught from man; 

From smiling man. A slight, a single glance, 
And shot at random, often has brought home, 
A sudden fever, to the throbbing heart, 

Of envy, rancour, or impure desire. 

We sec, we hear with peril ; safety dwells 
Remote from multitude; the world's a school 
Of 2vrong, and what proficients warm around? 
We must or imitate, or disapprove ; 

Must list as their accomplices, or foes ; 

That stains our innocence ; this wounds our peace. 
From Nature's birth, hence, Wis dom has been smt 
Vith sweet recess, and languish'd for the shade. 
This sacred shade, and solitude, what is it? 

Tis the felt presence of the Deity. 

Few are the faults we flatter when alone, 
Vice sinks in her allurements, is ungilt, 
And looks, like other objects, black by night. 
By night an atheist half-believes a God, 

Night is fair Virtue's immemorial friend; 
"The consctous Moon, through every disrant ape, 
Has held a lamp to IWrsdom, end let fall 
On Contemplation's eye, her purging ray. 

The fam'd Athenian, he who woo'd from Hear 
Philosophy the fair, to dwell with men, 

And form their manners, not inflame their pride, 
While o'er his head, as fearful to molest 

His lab'ring mind, the stars in silence slide, 
And scem all gazing on their future guest, 
Sce him soliciting his ardent suit, 

In private audience: all the live-long night, 
Ryggid in thought, and motzonless he stands, 
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Nor quits his theme, or posture, till the sun 

(Rude drunkard rising rosy from the main !) 

Disturbs his nobler intellectual beam, 

And gives him to the tumult of the world. 

Hail, precious moments! stol'n from the black waste 

Of murder'd time: auspicious midnight! hail! 

The world excluded, ev'ry passion hush'd, 

And open'd a calm intercourse with Heav'n, 

Here, the soul sits in council, ponders Yast, 

Predestines future action; sees, not feels, 

Tumultuous Life; and reasons with the storm; 

All her lies answers, and thinks down her charms. 
What awful joy? what mental liberty ? 

T am not pent in darkness; rather say 

(If not too bold) in darkness I'm imbower'd. 

Delightful gloom ! the clust'ring thoughts around 

Spontaneous rise, and blossom in the shade; 


But droop by day, and sicken in the gun. [fire, 


Thoug ht borrows light elsewhere; from that Arat 
Fountain of animation! whence descends 
Urania, my celestial guest! who deigns 
Nightly to visit me, so mean; and ow 
Conscious, how needful discipline to man, 
From plcasing dalliance with the charms of Night, 
My wand' ring thought recals, to what excites 
Far other bear of heart; Narcissa's tomb! 
Or is it feeble Nature calls me back ? 
And breaks my spirit into grief again? 


Is it a stygian vapour in my blood? 


A cold, slow puddle, creeping thro' my veins ? 
Or is it s with all men?— Thus, with all. 
What are we? how unequal ? now we $oar, 
And now we sink; to be the same, transcends 
Hur present prowess. Dearly pays the S 
For lodging ill; too dearly rents her clay. 
2 Reason, 
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Reason, a baffled counsellor ! but adds 
The blush of weakness, to the bane of woe. 
The noblest spirit fighting her hard fate, 
In this damp, dusky region, charg'd wittrstorms, 
But feebly flutters, yer untaught to fly; ä 
Or, flying, short her flight, and sure her fall. 
Our utmost strength, when down, to rise again; 
And not to yield, tho' beater, all our praise. 
Tis vain to scek in men, for more than man. 
Tho' proud in promise, big in previous thought, 
Experience damps our triumph. I, who late, 
Emerging from the shadows ot the grave, 
Where Grief detain' d me prisover, mounting high 
Threw wide the gates of everlasting day, 
And call'd mankind to glory, shook off Paix, 
Mortality $hook off, in ether pure, 
And struck the stars; #07v feel my spirits fail, 
They drop me from the zenith, down I rush 
Like him, whom fable fledg'd with waxen wings, 
In sorrow drown'd.— But not, in sorrow, lost. 
How wretched is the man, who never mourn'd ? 
1 dive for precious pearl, in Sorrow's stream: 
Not so the thoughtless man that o grieves z 
Takes all the torment, and rejects the gain, 
rages gain!) and gives Heav'n leave 
o make him but more wretched, not more wise. 
If wisdom is our lesson, (and what else 
Ennobles man? what ehe have angels learn'd ?) 
Grief ! more proficients in thy school are made, 
Than Genius, or proud Learning, e er could boas, 
Voracious Learning, often, over-fed, 
Digests not into sense her motley meal. 
This S- case, with dark booty almost burst, 
This forager on other's wisdom, leaves 


Her fative- farm, her reason, quite untill' d. 1 
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With mixt manure she surfeits the rank soil, 
Dung'd, but not drest; and rich to beggary. a 
A pomp untameable of weed prevails. 
ter scrvant's wealth incumber'd Wisdom mourns. 
And what says Genius? „Let the dull be wwise."" 
Genus tov hard for right, can prove it wrong; 
And loves to boast, where blush men less inspir'd. 
It pleads exemption from the laws of Sense; 
Considers Reason as a leveller, 
And scorns to share a blessing with the crowd. 
That wise it could be, thinks an ample claim 
To Glory, and to Pleasure gives the rest. 
Crassus but sleeps, Ardelio is undone. 
Wisdom less shudders at a fool, than wit. 
But IW:sdom smiles, when humbled mortals weep. 


When Sorrowowounds the breast, as ploughs the glebe, 


And hearts obdurate feel her soft'ning shower: 
Her seed celestial, then, glad Visdem sows; 
Her golden harvest triumphs in the soil. 


It «0, Narcissa ] welcome my relapse; 


I'll raise a tax on my calamity, 
And reap rich compensation from my pain. 
I range the plenteous intellectual field; 
And gather ev'ry thought of sovercign power, 
Jo chace the moral maladies of man; 
lhoug Ats, which may bear transplanting to the skies, 
Ino' natives of this coarse penurious soil, 
Nor wholly wither Here, where seraphs sing; 
Refin'd, exalted, not annull'd in Heaven. 
Reason, the sun that gives them birth, the same 
In either clime, tho' more illustrious Here. 
These choicely cull'd, and elegantly rang' d, 
Shall form a garland for Narers5a's tomb; 
And, veradventure, of no fading flowers. 
Say, on what — shall puzzled choice 2 
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„ Th' importance of contemplating the tomb; IL 
% men decline it; Szicrde's foul birth; F 
© The various 4inds of Grief; the faults of Agr, A 
! And Death's dread character invite my song.“ * 
And, first, th' importance of our end survey d. 1 P: 
Friends counsel quick dismiss ion of our grief; D 
Mistaken kindness ! our hearts heal too soon. 7 
Are they more kind than He, who struck the blow? A 
Who bid it do his errand in our hearts, BB Dy 
And banish Peace, till nobler guests arrive, T 
And bring it back, a true, and endless peace? Seq 
Calamitics are jr:ends : as glaring day Ar 
Of these unnumbered lustres robs our sight; Te 
Prosperity puts out unnumbered thoughts No 
Of import high, and light divine to man. ! 
The man how blest, who, sick of gaudy scenes, Pal 
(Scenes apt to thrust between us and ourselves) f : | 
f 


Is led by choice to take his favourite walk, | 
Beneath Death's gloomy, silent, cypress shades, | Lik 


Unpierc'd by Yazuty's fantastic ray At 
To read his monuments, to weigh his dust, Not 
Visit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs Hor 
Lorenzo! read with me Narct:ssa's stone; Just 
¶ Varcissa was thy favourite) let us read Moy 
Her moral stone; few doctors preach so well, And 
Few orators so tenderly can touch Wh 
The feeling heart, Whar pathos in the date ! dogn 


Apt words can-strike, and yet in them we 5ce 


Faint images of what we, here, enjoy. And 
What cause have we to build on length of life? Or r, 
Temptations seite, when Fear is laid asleep; A, 
And ill foreboded is our strongest guard. The 

See from her tomb, as from an humble sbrine, (a: 
Truth, radiant goddess ! sallies on my soul, -.i p pr 


And puts Delusion's dusky train to llight 


Dispel 


pel 


Inestimable quite his final hour. 
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Lispels the mists our sultry Passions raise, 

From objects low, terrestrial, and obscene, 

And shews the real estimate of things; 

Which no man, unaffficted, ever saw; 

Pulls off the ver! from /”:r/ne's rising charms; 

DeteEts Temptation in a thousand hes, | 

Truth bids me look on men, as autumn Icaves, 

And al! they blecd for, as the summer's dust, 

Driven by the Witrhwind: lighted by her beams, 

] widen my horizon, gain new powers, 

See things invistble, feel things remote, 

Am present witn futurities; think nought 

To man so foreign, as the joys possest, 

Nought so much his as those beyond the grave, 
No folly keeps its colour in ger sight. 

Pale worldly Wis dom loses all her charms ; 

In pompous promise from her schemes profound, 

If future fate she plans, tis all in leaves 

Like 826%, unsubstantial, fleeting bliss 

Ai the first' blast it vanishes in air. 

Not so, celestiul: wouldst thou know, Loresge ! 

How differ zw. Wisdom, and diwine 

Just as the waning, and the waxing moon. 

More empty worl4ly Wisdom every day; 

And every day more fair her riva!/ shincs, 

When later there's less time to play the too!. 

donn our whole term for Wisdom is expir'd. 


| (Thou know'st she calls no council in the grave) 


And everlasting fool is writ in fire, 
Or real Wisdom wafts us to the skies. 
As worldly schemes regemble S4) leaves, 
The good man's days to $:4y/'s books compare, 
(In ancient story read, thou Know'st the 5 

In price still rising, as in number less, 
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For that who thrones can offer, offer thrones ; \ 
Insolvent worlds the purchase cannot pay. 
„ Oh let me dic his death!“ all nature cries, 
„Then live vs life.”'— All nature falters there. ] 
Our great Physician daily to consult, ? 
To commune with the grave, our only cure. | vet, \ 
What grave prescribes the best *--a friend s; and ( 
From a friend's grave, how soon we disengage ! Ix 
Even to the dearcst, as his marble, cold. 4 
Why are friends ravish'd from us? Tis to bind. 4 
By soft Aﬀection's ties, on human hearts, 1 
The thouglit of death, which Reason too SUPINE, Ir 
Or miscmploy'd, so rarely tastens there. 0 
Nor Reason, nor Affection, no, nor both A 
Combin'd, can break the witchcrafts of the world. * 
Behold th' ine xorable hour at hand! | N 
Behold th' ine xorable hour forgot! 00 
And to forget ir, the chief aim of Life; 
Tho' well to ponder it, is Life's chief cd. Or 
Is Death, that ever threat ning, ne'er remote, Ti 
That all-important, and that only sure, Li 
(Come when he will) an unexpected guest? Or 
Nay, tho' invited by the loudest calls | it 
Of blind Imprudence, unexpected vl! ? # þ 
Tho' num'rous niessengers are sent before Zy 
To warn his great arrival. What the cause, A 
The wond'rous cause, of this mysterious ili? Af 
All Heaven looks down astonish'd at the gght- By 
Js it, that Lite has sown her joys so thick, Th 
We can't thrust in a single care between? Ane 
Is it, that Lite has such «a warm of cares, The 
The thought of Death can't enter for the thront? Or; 
Is it, that Time steals on with downy feet, Bou 
Nor wakes Indulgence from her golden dreanm: ? And 
TJo-day is so like Yesterday, it cheats ; BW. 
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We take the lying sister for the same. 

Life glides away, Lorenzo! like a brook ; 

For ever changing, unperceiv'd the change. 

In the same brook none ever bath'd him twice; 
To the same life none ever twice awoke, 

We call the brook the same; the same we think 
Our life, tho' still more rapid in its flow 

Nor mark the much irrevocably laps'd, 

And mingled with the sea. Or shall wersay 
(Betaining still the brook to bear us on) 

Tat life is like a vessel on the stream? 

In lite embark*'d, we smoothly down the tide 

Of im descend, but not on lime intent; 
Arnus'd, unconscious of the gliding wave ; 

Till on a sudden we percerve 2 hock; 

We start, awake, look out; what sce we there ? 
Our brittle bark is burst on Claron's shore. 

Is this the cause Death flees all human thought? 
Or is it Judgment by the Vill struck blind, 
That domineering mistress of the soul! 

Like kim so strong by Delilah the fair ? 

Or is it Fear turns startled Reason back, 
rom looking down a precipice so Steep ? 

Tis dreadful ; and the dread is wisely plac'd, 
By Nature conscious of the make of man. 
A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind, 

A flaming sword to guard the tree of life, 

By that unaw'd, in life's most smiling hour, 
Tae good man would repine; would sf joys, 
And burn impatient for his promis'd skies. 
The bad on each punctilious pique of pride, 


Or gloom of humour, would give rage the rein, 


Bound o'er the barrier, rush into the dark, 
And mar the schemes of Providence below. 
What groan was that, Lorenzo {--Þ urics ! ride 


And 
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And drown in your less execrable yell, 
Britannia's shame. There took her gloomy flight, 
On wing impetuous, a black sullen soul, 
Blasted from Hell, with horrid lust of Death. 
Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Z/tamont, 
So call'd, so thought—and then he fled the field. 
Less base the fear of Death, than fear of Lite. 
O Britain, infamous for suicide! 
An island in thy manners! far disjoin'd 
From the whole world cf rationals beside, 
In ambient waves plunge thy pollutce head, 
Wash the dire stain, nor shock the continent. 
But thou be shock' d, while 1 detect the cause 
Of Self-assaull, expose the monster's birth, 
And bid Abhorrexce hiss it round the world. 
Blaruc not thy clune, nor clude the distant sun; 
1 he sun is innocent, thy clime absolv'd, 
Immordl climes Kind Nature never made. 
The cause 1 sing in Eden night prevail, 
And proves, it is thy tolls, not thy fate. 
The soul ct man, (let man in homage bow 
Who names his soul) a native of rhe kics“ 
High- born, and free, her freedom should maintain, 
Unsold, unmortgag'd for Earth's little bribes. 
Th' illustrious stranger, in this foreign land, 
Like strangers, jealous of her dignity, 
Studious of hotue, and ardent to return, 
Of Eartli suspicious, Earth's enchanted cup 
With cool reserve liput-touching, shouid indulge 
On {1m tality her godlike taste; Cher. 
{here take large draughts; make her chief banque 
But some reject this sustenance divine; 
To beggarly vile appetites descend; Heuer. 
Ask alms of Earth, for guests that came tru 
Sink into Slaves ; and sell fer Present hire, 
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Their rich reversion, and (what shares its fate) 
Their native freedom, to the prince who sways 
This nether world. And when his payments fail, 
When his foul basket gorges them no more; 
Or their pall'd palates loathe the basket full, 
Arc, instantly, with wild dæmoniac rage, 
For breaking all the chains of Providence, 
And bursting their confinement z tho' fast barr'd 
By laws divine and human; guarded strong 
With horrors doubled to defend the pass, 
The bjackest Nature, or dire (711177 can raise; 
And moated round, with fathomless driiruttion, 
Lure to receive and whelm them in their fall. 

Such, Br:tons ! is the cause, to you unknown, 
Or worse, oerlook'd ; o'erlook'd by inagistrates, 
Thus, criminals themselves. I grant the deed 
Js madness; but the madness of the heart. 
And what is that? our utmost bound of guilt. 
A sensual, unreflecting life is big 
With monstrous births, and Scide, to crown 
The black infernal brood. The bold to break 
Ncaven's law Supreme, and desperatehy rush 
Thro' sacred Nature's murder, on their own, 
Because they never #/4:xk of Death, they dic. 
Lis equally man's duty, glory, gain, 
At ence to shun, and meditate, his end. 
When by the bed of languishment we it, 
The seat of [is dom ! if our choice, not fat | 
Ur, o'er our dying friends, in anguish hang, 
Vipe the cold dew, or stay the sinking head, 
Number their moments, and in ey'ry clock, 
dfart at the voice of an eternity; 
dee the dim lamp of life just feebly lift, 
An agonizing beam, at us to gaze. 

tien sink again, aud quiver into death, 


'l hat 
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That most pathetic herald of our own ; 

How read we such sad scenes? as sent to man 

In perfect vengeance? no; in pity sent, | 

To melt him down, like wax, and then impress 

Indelible, Death's image on his heart; 

Bleeding for others, trembling for himself. 

We bleed, we tremble ; we forget, we smile, 

The mind turns fool, before the cheek 1s dry. 

Our quick returning folly cancels all 

As the tide rushing rases what is writ 

In yielding sands, and smooths the letter'd shore. 
Lorenzo ! hast thou ever weigh'da $/gh # 

Or studyed the philosophy of fears? 

(A science, yet, unlectur'd in our schools.) 

Hast thou descended deep into the breast, 

And seen their source? if not, descend with me, 

And trace these briny riv lets to their springs. 
Our funeral tears, from different causes, rise. 

As if, from separate cistcrns in the soul, 


Of various kinds, they flow. From tender heart, 


By soft contagion call'd, some burst at once, 
And stream obsequious to the leading eye. 
Some ask more time, by curious art distill'd. 
Some hearts in secret hard, unapt to melt, 
Struck by the magic of the public eye, 

Like Moses' smitten rock, gush out amain. 
Same weep to share the fame of the deccas'd, 
90 high in merit, and to them so dear. 


They dwell on praiscs, which they think they share, 


And thus, without a blush, commend themselves. 


S977e mourn in proof that something they could love. 


They weep not to relieve their grief, but £46. 
Some weep in perfect justice to the dead, 

As conscious all their love is in arrear. 

Some mischievously weep, not unappriz'd, 


Tears, 


Sal) 
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Tears, sometimes, aid the conquest of an eye. 
With what address the soft Ephes:ians draw 

Their sable net-work o'er entangled hearts! 

A; «cen through crystal, how their roses glow, 
While 7/qzid pearl runs trickling down their cheek ! 
Ot hers not prouder Egypt's wanton queen, 
Carousing gems, herself dissolv'd in love. 

gan weep at death, abstracted from the dead, 
Aud celebrate, like Charles, their own decease. 

By kind construction some are deem'd to weep, 


| Because a decent veil conccals their joy. 


Some weep in earnest; and yet weep in vain z 
deep in indiscretion, as in woe. 
Passion; blind passion! impotently pours 
Tears, that deserve more tears; while Reason sleeps 
Or gazes, like an idiot, unconcern'd; 
Nor comprehends the meaning of the storm; 


nous not it speaks to ker, and her alone. 


Irrationals all sorrow are beneath, 
That noble gift! that privilege of man 
rom Sorrow's pang the birth of endless Joy. 


But these are barren of that birth divine. 
They weep impetuous, as the summer-storm, 


And full as short! the cruel grief soon tam'd, 
They make a pastime of the stingless tale; 

Far as the deep-resounding knell, they spread 
The dreadful news, and hardly feel it more. 


No grain of 2wisdom pays them for their woe. 


Half round the globe, the tears pumpt up by Death 
Are spent in watering vanities of Life; 
In making Folly flourish still more fair. 
When the sick soul, her wonted stay withdrawn, 
Reclines on earth, and sorrows in the dust; 
Instead of learning there her true support, 
110" there thrown. dawn, her true support to learn, 

W ithour 
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Without Heaven's aid impatient to be blest, 
She crawls to the next shrub, or bramble vile, 
Tho' from the stately cedar's arms she fell, 
With stale, foresworn embraces, clings ane, 
The stranger weds, and blossoms as before, 
In all the fruitless fopperics of lite. 
Presents her weed well-fancied, at the ball, 
And ratfles for the death's-head on the ring. 
So wept Aurelia, till the destin'd youth 
Stept in, with his receipt for making smiles; 
And blanching sables into bridal bloom. 
So wept Lorenzo fair Clarissa's fate; 
Who gave that angel-boy, on whom he doats ; 
And dy'd to give him, orphan'd in his birth, ! 
Not such, Narcissa, my distress tor thee. 
I'll make an altar of thy sacred tomb 
To sacrifice to Wisdom. What wast thou? 
« Young, gay, and fortunate?!” Each yields a theme 
I'll dwell on cach, to shun thought more severe; 
(Heaven knows ] labour with severer still!“) 
Ju dwell on each, and quite exhaust thy death. 
A soul without reflection, like a pile 
Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 
And, first, thy yozzzh4. W hat says it to grey hairs? 
Narci:sa I'm become thy pupil 20 
Early, bright, transient, chaste, as morning de- 
She spar kled, was exhal'd, and went to Heay n, 
1ime on this head has snow'd, yet still 'tis born? 
Aloft; nor thinks but on another's grave. 
Cover'd with shame I specak it, age severe, 
Old worn-out ve sets down for yartuec fair, 
With graceless gravity, chastising youth, 
That youth chastis'd surpassing im a fault, 
Facher of all, forgertulncss of death. 
As it, like objects pressing on the sight, 
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Though grey our heads, our thoughts and aims are 


Folly sings six, while Nature points at twelve. 


Shall Tully labour hard to mend the bow, 
| Baubles, I mean, that strike us from wwithorr, 
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Death had advanc'd too near us to be seen: 

Or, that Life's loan Time ripen'd into right 

And men might plead prescription from the grave; 

D-athless, from repetition of reprieve. 

Deathless * far from it! gu⁰,ç] are dead already; 

Their hearts are buried, and the world their grave. 
Tell me some god! my guardian angel! tell, 

What thus infatuatcs ! what inchantment plants 

The phantom of an age, twixt us and Death, 

Already at the door. He knocks, we hear him, 

And yet we will not hear. What mail defends 

Our untouch'd hearts? what miracle turns off 

The pointed thought, which from a thousand quivers 

Is daily darted, and is daily unn d? 

V'e stand, as in a battle, throngs on throngs 

Around us falling wounded oft ourselves; 

Tho' bleeding with our wounds, immortal still! 

We sce Time's furrows on another's brow, 

And Death intrench'd, preparing his assault; 

How few themselves, in that just mirror, see! 

Or Seeing, draw their inference as strong! 

[here Death is certain; doubtful here; he Must, 

And goon; we may, within an age, expire. | greenz 
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Like damag'd clocks, whose hand and bell dissent, 


Absurd Longevity ! more, more, it cries : 
More life, more wealth, more trash of ev'ry kind. 
And wherefore mad for more, when relish fails? 
get, and Appetite, must club for joy; 


While Nature is relaxing ev'ry string? 

ASK Thought for joy; grow rich and hoard 2w:thin, 

tink you the soul, when this life's rattles ceasc, 
2 Has 
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Has nothing of more manly to succeed? 
Contract the taste immortal; learn even now 
To relish what alone subsists hereafter. 
Divine, or none, henceforth your joys for ever. 
Of age the glory is to 20 to die. 
That wish is raise and promise; it applauds 
Past life, and promises our future bliss. 

What weakness see not children in their sires ? 
Grand- climacterical absurdities 

Grey-hair'd authority to faults of youth, 

How shocking! it makes Folly thrice a fool; 
And our first childhood might our last despise. 
Peace and este2m is all that age can hope. 
Nothing but W:isdom gives the first; the last, 
Nothing, but the repute being wise. 

Folly bars both; our age is quite undone, 

W hat folly can be ranker ? like our shadows, 
Our wishes lengthen, as our sun declines. 

No wish should loiter, th2x, this side the grave. 
Our hearts should leave the world, before the kne!! 
Calls for our carcases to mend the soil. 

Enough to live in tempest, die in port; 

Age should flee concourse, cover in retreat 
Defetts of judgment; and the 2071's $ubdue ; 
Walk thoughtful on the silent, solemn shore, 

Of that vast ocean it must sail so soon; 

And put g99d-wworks on board; and wait the wins 
That shortly blows us into worlds unknown; 

If unconsider'd too, a dreadful scene! 

All should be prophets to themselves, foresce 
Their future fate; their future fate foretaste ; 
This art would waste the bitterness of death. 
The thong ht of death alone the fear destroys, 

A disaffection to that precious thought 
s more than midxight darkness on the soul, _ 
| | Whig 
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Winch Sleeps beneath it, on a precipice, 
Puit'd off by the first blast, and lost for ever. 
Dost ask, Lorenzo, why so warmily prest, 
by repetition hammer'd on thine car, 
The tnought of death? That thought is the machine, 
The grand machinc ! that heaves us trum the dust, 
And rears us into men. The thought ply'd home 
Will soon reduce the ghastly precipice 
C'crhanging hell, will soften the descent, 
And gently slope our passage to the grave; 
How warmly to be wish'd ! what heart of flesh 
Would trifle with tremendous ? dare extremes ? 
Yawn o'cr the fate of infinite? what hand, 
beyond the blackest brand of censure bold, 
(To speak a language t60 wel! known to thee ) 
Would at a moment give its u to chance, 
| And stamp the dic for an eternity? 
Aid me, Narcissa! aid me to Keep pace 
: With Destiny; and ere her scissars cut 
oy My thread of life, to break this tougher thread 
Ot moral Death, that ties me to the world. 
Sting thou my slumb'ring Reason to send forth 
thought of obscrvation on the toe ; 
To sally, and survey the rapid march 
Or his ten thousand messengers to man; 
Who, Tehu-like, behind him turns them all, 
All accident apart, by Nature $1gn'd, 
My warrant is gone out, tho' dormant yet; 
Perhaps behind one moment lurks my Fate. 
0 Must I then forward only look for Death ? 
b1ckward I turn mine eye, and find him there. 
Man is a self-survivor ev'ry year. 
Man, like a stream, is in perpetual flow. 
Vearh's a destroyer of quotidian prey. 
My youth, my noon-tide, his; my yesterday; 
K 3 The 
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The bold invader shares the present hour. 
Lach moment on the former shuts the grave. 
While man is growing, lite is in decrease; 
And cradles rock us ncarer to the tomb. 
Our birth is nothing but our death begun; 
As tapers waste, that instant they take fire. 

Shall we then fear, lest that should come to pass, 
Which comes to pass each moment of our lives? 
If fear we must, tet Hat death turn us pale 
Which murders strengiſ, and ardor; what remains 
Should rather call on Death than dread his call. 
Ye partners of my fault, and my decline! [ Knell 
"Fhoughtless of death, but when your neighbour'; 
(Rude visitant !) knocks hard at your dull sense, 
And with its thunder, scarce obtains your car 
Be death your theme, in ev'ry place and hour, 
Nor longer want, ye monumental sires! 

A brother tomb to tell you you shall dic. 
That death you dread (so great is Nature's skill!) 
Know, you shall court, before you shall enjoy. 

But you are learn'd ; in volumes, deep you sit; 
In wis om, shallow: pompous ignorance! 
Would you be still more learned, than the learn'd ? 
Learn well to know how much nced not be known, 


Andwhat that #now/edge,which impares your 50-e, 


Our needful knowledge, like our needful food, 
Unhedg'd, lies open in life's common field; 
And bids all welcome to the vital feast. 

You scorn what lies before you in the page 
Of nature, and experience, moral truth; 

Of indispensible, eternal fruit; 

Fruit, on which mortals feeding turn to gods 
And dive in Science for distinguish'd names, 
Dishonest fomentation'of your pride; 
Sinking in virtue, as you rise in fame. 
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Your learning, like the lunar beam, affords 

Light, but not heat; it leaves you undevour, 

Frozen at heart, while speculation shines. 

Awake, ye curious indagators ! fond 

Of knowing all, but what avails you known. 

It you would learn Death's character; attend. 

All casts of conduct, all degrees of health, 

All dies of fortune, and all dates of age, 

Together shook in his impartial urn, 

R Come forth at random. Or if choice is made, 
The choice is quite sarcastie, and insults 

1 All bold conjecture, and fond hopes of man. 

N What countless multitudes, not only leave, 

But deeply djsappoint us, by their deaths! 
Tho' great our sorrow, greater our surprize. 

Like other tyrants, Death delights to smite, 

What, smitten, most proclaims the pride of power, 
And arbitrary nod. His joy supreme, 


) To bid the wretch, survive the fortunate; 
The feeble, wrap th' athletic in his $hroud ; 
2 And weeping fathers, build their children's tomb; 
Me thine, Narc:s5a !/—W hat tho' short thy date 
4? F1r;ve, not rolling suns, the mind matures. 
vn. That lite is long, which answers life's great end. 
%% The time that bears no fruit, deserves no name; 


The man of wisdom is the man of years. 
In hoary youth Methusalems may die, 
O how misdated on their flattering tombs ! 
Narcissa's youth has lectur'd me ttus far. 
And can her gazety give council too ? 
That, like the Foxus fam'd oracle of gems, 
Sparkles instruction; such as throws new light, 
And opens more the charagter of Death; 
Il known to thee, Lorenzo this thy vaunt, 
Give death his due, the wretched, and the old, 
% Een 
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* F'en let him sweep his rubbish to the grave; 
« Let him not violate kind Nature's laws, 

« But own man born to lie, as well as die. 
Wretched and old thou giv'st him; young and gay 
He takes; and plunder 1s a tyrant's joy. 

What if I prove; “ The farthest from the fear, 
« Are often nearest to the Sr of fate? 

All more than common menaces an end. 

A blaze betokens brevity of life. 

As if bright embers should emit a flame, 

Glad spirits sparkled from Narcissa's eye, 

And made youth younger, and taught life to live, 
As Nature's opposites wage endless war, 

For this offence, as treason to the deep 

Inviolable stupor of his reign, 

Where Lust, and turbulent Ambition sleep, 
Death took swift vengeance. As he life detests, 7 
More life is still more odious, and reduc'd 


Ry conquest, aggrandizes more his power. 4 
But wherefore aggrandiz'd ? By Heaven's decree, 2 
To plant the soul on her eternal guard, 75 
In awful expectation of our end. [ 59, I. 
Thus runs Death's dread commission: “Strike, but 8 
As most alarms the living by the dead.” * 


Hence stratagem deliglits him, and sπ]mrixe, 


| 
And cruel! sport with man's securities. | If ö 
Not simple conquest, triumph is his aim, (most, 5 
And where least fear'd, there conquest triumpbs 5 1 
Is proves my bold assertion not too bold. H 
What are 5 arts to lay our fears asleep ? Th 
1Tberian arts his purposes wrap up He 
In deep Dissimulation's darkest night. Wi 
Like princes unconfecst in foreign courts, F * 
Who travel under cover, Death assumes A. 


The name, and lock of Zife, and dwells — ap 
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He takes all shapes that serve his black designs; 

Tho' master of à wider empire far 

Than that, o'er which the roman eagle flew. 

Like Nero, he's a fidler, charioteer, 

Or drives his phacton, in female guise 

Quite unsuspetted, till the wheel beneath, 

His disarray d oblation he devours. 
He most affects the forms least like himself, 

His slender self. Hence burly corpulence 

Is his familiar wear, and sleek disguise. 

Behind the rosy bloom he loves to lurk, 

Or, ambush in a smile; or, wanton dive 

In dimples deep; Love's eddies, which draw in 

Unwary hearts, and sink them in despair. 

Such, on Narcissa's couch, he loiter'd long, 

Unknown ; and when detected, still was seen 

To smile; such peace has Innocence in Death ! 
Most happy they ! whom least his arts deceive, 


One eye on Death, and one full fix'd on Heaven, 


Becomes a mortal, and immortal man. 

Long on his wiles a piqu'd and jealous spy, 
I've seen, or dreamt I saw, the tyrant dress; 
Lay by his horrors, and put on his smiles. 

Say muse, for thou remember'st, call it back, 
And shew Lorenzo the surprizing scene; 


If 'twas a dream, his genius can explain. 


'T'was in a circle of the gay, I stood. 
Death would have enter'd; Nature pusht him back; 
Supported by a doctor of renown, 
His point he gain'd. Then artfully dismisr 
The sage, for Death design'd to be conceal'd, 
He gave an old vivacious usurer 


His meager aspect, and his naked bones; 


In gratitude for plumping up his prey, 
A pamper'd sperdthritt ; Whose fantastie " 
0 e. 
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Well fashion'd figure, and cockaded brow, 
He took in change, and underneath the pride » 
Of costly linnen, tuck'd his filthy hroud, 
His crooked bow he $traitncd to a cane; 
And hid his deadly shafts in Myra's eye. 

The dreadful masquerader thus equipt, 
Out-sallies on adventures. Ask you where? 
Where is he not? For his peculiar haunts, 

Let tis suffice; sure as night follows day, 
Deat treads in Pleasures footsteps round the world, 
When Pleasure treads the paths which Reason shuns. 
When, against Reason, Riot shuts the door, 
And Gayety supplies the place of Sense, 
Then foremost at the banquet, and the ball, 
Death leads the dance, or stamps the deadly die; 
Nor ever fails the midnight bowl to crown, 
40 carousing to his gay conpeers, 
Inly he laughs, to see them laugh at him, 
As absent far: and when the revel burns, 
When Fear is banisht, and triumphant Thought 
Calling for all the joys beneath the moon, 
Against him turns the key; and bids him «up 
With their progenitors, —He drops his mask, 
Frowns out at full; they start, despair, expire. A 
Scarce with more sudden terror and surprize, A 
From his black masque of nitre, touch'd by fire 0 
He bursts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours. He 
And is not this triumphant treachery, Fe 
And more than simple conguest in the fiend ? To 

And now, Lorenzo ! dost thou wrap thy soul 
In soft security, because unknown .I 
Which moment is commission'd to destroy? | 
In Death's uncertainty thy danger lies. 

Is Death uncertain * therefore thou be faxt ; 
Fixt as a ecntinel, all eye, all ear, 
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All expectation of the coming foe, 

Rouse, stand in arms, nor lean against thy spear, 

Lest Slumber steal one moment o'er thy $aul, | 

And Fate surprize thee nodding. Watch, be strong; 

Thus give each day the merit, and renown, 

Of dying well ; tho' doom'd but once to die. 

Nor let life's per:od hidden, (as from most,) 

Hide too from thee, the precious zse of life. 
Early, not sudden, was Narcissa's fate. 

Soon, not surprising, Death his visit paid. 

Her thought went forth to meet him on his way, 

Nor Gayety forgot it was to die. 

Tho' Fortune too (our third and final theme) 

As an accomplice play'd her gaudy plumes, 

And ev'ry glittering gewgaw on her sight, 

To dazzle, and debauch it from its mark. 

Deathi's dreadful advent is the mark of man; 

And every thought that misses it, is blind. 

Fortune, with Youth, and Gayety, conspir'd 

To weave a triple wreath of happiness, 

(If happiness on carth) to crown her brow. 

And could Deathcharge thro'such a shining shield? 
That shining shield invites the tyrant's spear. 

As if to damp our elevated aims, 

And strongly preach humility to man, 

O how portentous is prosperity 

How, comet-like, it threatens, while it shines ! 

Pew years but yield us proof of Death's ambition 

To cull his victims from the fairest fold! 


And sheathe his shafts in all the pride of life. 


When flooded with abundance, purpled o'er 
With recent honours, bloom'd with ev'ry bliss, 
det up in ostentation, made the gaze, | 
The gaudy centre of the publick eye, 
hen Fertune thus has toss'd her child in air, 
5 Snatcht 
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Snatcht from the covert of an humble state, 

How often have I s:en him dropt at once, 

Our morning's envy ! and our evening's sigh ! 

As if her bounties were the signal given, 

The flow' ry wreath, to mark the sacrifice, 

And call Death's arrows on the destin'd prey. 
Hizgh- Fortune seems in cruel league with Fate. 

Ask you for what? to give his war on man 

The deeper dread, and more illustrious spoil; 

Thus to ka daring mortals more in awe, 

And burns Lorenzo still for the sublime 

Of life? to hang his airy nest on high, 

On the slight tiniber of the topmost bough, 

Rock'd at each breeze, and menacing a tall ? 

Granting grim Death at equal distance ther; 

Yer Peace begins just where At ends. 

What makes man wretched ? Happiness deny d“ 

JLorenxo no: Tis Happiness drisdain'd. 

die comes too meanly dress'd to win our smile, 

And calls herself Content, a homely name 


Our flame is Transport, and Content our 5corn. 


Ambition turns, and Shuts the door against her, 

And weds a J, a Tempest in her stead; 

A Tempest, to warm Transport ncar of kin. 

Unknowing what our mortal state admits, 

Lite's modest joys we ruin, while ve raise; 

And all our ecstasies are wounds to Peace. 

Peace, the full portion of mankind below. 

And since thy peace is dear, ambitious youth ! 

Of Fortune fond! as thoughtless of thy fate 

As late I drew Dea//'s picture, to stir up 

Thy wholsome fears; now drawn, in contrast, zee 

Gay Fortunc's, thy vain hopes to reprunand. 

See, high in air, the sportive goddess hangs, 

Unlocks her casket, Spreads ker viiering ware, 
Al 
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And calls the giddy winds to puff abroad 
Her random bounties, o'er the gaping throng. 
All rush rapacious ; friends o'er trodden friends z 


Sons o'er their fathers ; subjects o'er their Kings; 


Pricsts o'er their Gods; and lovers o'er the fair, 
Still more ador'd ; to snatch the golden show'r. 
Gold glitters most, where virtue shines no more 
As stars from absent suns have leave to shine. 
O what a precious pack of votaries | 
Unkennell'd from the prisons, and the $tews, 
Pour in, all opening in their idol's praise! 
All, ardent, eye cach wafture of her hand, 
And wide-expanding their voracious jaws, 
Morsel on morsel swallow down unchew'd, 
Untasted, through mad appetite for more; 
Gurg'd to the throat, yet lcan and ravenous still. 
Sagacious all, to trace the smallest game, 
And bold to seize the greatest. If (blest chance!) 
Court-zephy rs sweetly breathe, they launch, theyfly, 
O'er just, o'er sacred, all forbidden ground, 
Drunk with the burning scent of place, or pow'r, 
dtaunch to the foot of lucre, till they die. 
Or if tor men you take them, as I mark 
Their manners, thou their various fates survey, 
With aim mis-measur'd, and impetuous speed, 
926 darting, strike their ardent wish far off, 
Through fury to possess it. Some succced, 
But Stumble, and let fall the taken prize. 
From game, by sudden blasts, 'tis whirl'd away, 
And lodg'd in bosoms, that ne'er dreamt of gain. 
To $0-7e it sticks so close, that when torn oft, 
Torn is the man, and mortal is the wound. 
dame, 0'cr-enamour'd of their bags, run mad, 
Croan under gold, yet weep for want of bread. 
Icgether ame (unhappy rivals!) veize, 
L 
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And rend abundance into poverty 
Loud croaks the raven of the law, and smiles. 
Smiles too the goddess ; but smiles most at those, 
(Just victims of exorbitant desire!) 
Who perish at their own request, and whelm'd 
Beneath her load of lavish grants, expire. 
Fortune is famous for her numbers slain. 
The number small, which happiness can bear. 
Tho' various for a while their fates; at last 
One curse involves them all: at Peath's approach, 
All read their riches back ward into loss, 
And mourn, in just proportion to their store. 
And Death's approach (if orthodox my song) 
Ts !:astned by the lure of Fortune's smiles. 
And art thou still a glutton of bright gold? 
And art thou still rapacious of thy ruin? 
Death loves a shining mark, a signal blow; 
A blow, which, while it executes, alarms ; 
And startles thousands, with a single fall. 
As, when some stately growth of oak, or pine, 
Which nods aloft, and proudly spreads her shade, 
The sun's defiance! and the flocks defence! 
By the strong strokes of lab'ring hinds subdu'd, 
Loud groans her last, and rushing from her height 
In cumb'rous ruin, thunders to the ground, 
The conscious forest trembles at the shock, 
And hill, and stream, and distant dale, resound. 


These high-aim'd darts of Death, and the 


alone, 
Should I collect, my quiver would be full, 
A quiver, which suspended in mid air, 
Or near Heaven's archer, in the zodiac, hung, 
(So could it be) should draw the publick eye, 
The gaze and contemplation of mankind ! 
A constellation awful, yet benign, 
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To guide the gay thro' life's tempestuous wave; 
Nor suffer them to strike the common rock, 
« From greater danger to grow more Secure, 
And, wrapt in happiness, forget their fate.“ 
Lysander, happy past the common lot, 
Was warn'd of danger, but too gay to fear. 
He woo'd the fair Aspasia; she was kind: 
In youth, form, fortune, fame, they both were blest. 
All who knew envy'd; yet in envy lov'd: 
Can fancy form more finish'd happiness ? 
Fixt was the nuptial hour, Her stately dome 
Rose on the sounding beach; The glittering spires 
Float in the wave, and break against the shore: 
So break those glittering shadows, human joys. 
The faithless morning smil'd; he takes his leave, 
To re-embrace in ecstasics, at eve. 
The rising storm forbids. "The news arrives, 
Untold, she saw it in her servant's eye. 
She felt it seen; (her heart was apt to feel) 
And drown'd, without the furious occan's aid, 
In suffocating sorrows, shares his tomb. 
Now, round the sumptuous, bridal monument, 
The guilty billows innocently roar ; 
And the rough sailor passing drops a tear. 
A tear? can tears Suffice ?—Bur not for me. 
How vain our efforts? and our arts how vain ? 
The distant train of thought I took, to shun, 
Has thrown me on my fate These dy'd together; 
appy in ruin ! undivorc'd by death ! 
Or ne'er to meet, or ne er to part, is peace 
arcissa 1 Pity bleeds at thought of thee. 
Vet thou wast only near me; not myself. 
darvive myself? That cures all other woe. 
arcissa lives; Philander is forgot. 
the soft commerce ! O the tender tyes, 
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Close-twisted with the fibres of the heart 

Which broken, break them; and drain off the $0! 
Of human joy ; and make it pain to live— 

And is it then to live? when su friends part, 
"115 the survivor dics—My heart! no more, 


UND OF NIGHT THE FIFTH-> 


45 


PREFACE 


FIRST PART OF THE 


INFIDEL RECLAIM'D. 


pc —— 


F E ages have been deeper in dispute about 
Religion, than this. The dispute about Re- 
ligion, and the practice of it, Seldom go to- 
gether, The shorter, therefore, the dispute, the 
better. I think it may be reduced to this single 
guestion, Is Man Immortal, or is he not? If he 
1s not, all our disputes are mere amusements or 
trials of Still. Truth, Reason, Religion, which 
give our discourses Such pomp, and solemnity, are 


| (as will be Shown) mere empty Sounds, without 


any meaning in them, But if man is immortal, 
it will behove him to be very serious about eternal 
ConSequences ; or in other words, to be truly re- 
ligious, And this great fundamental truth, un- 
ectablish*d, or unawaken'd in the minds of men, 
is, | concerve, the real Source, and support of all 
our infidelity; how remote soever the particular 

6jettions advanc'd may scem to be from it. 
Sensible appearances affet most men much more 
than abstract reasonings; and we daily see bodies 
drop around us, but the soul is invisible. The 
pouer, which inclination has over the judgment, 13 
yreater than can be well conceived by those, that 
ade not had an experience of it; and of what 
numbers 15 it the ſad interest, that souls Should not 
L 3 nurvivgh 
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5:zruive? The Heathen World confess'd, that they 
rather hoped, than firmly believed immortality, 
and how many Heathens have we Still amnngs!t 
us? The sacred page assures us, that life aud 
immortality are brought to light by the Gospel: Bt 
by how many 1s the Gospel rejected, or overlook? 
* these considerations, and from my being, 
accidentally, privy to the sentiments of Some por. 
ticular persons, I have been long persuaded that 
most, if not all, our infidels (whatever name te 
take, and whatever Scheme for argument's gate, 
and to keep themselves in countenance, they 
patronize) are supported in their deplorable error, 
by 5ome doubt of their immortality, at the 691ton, 
And I am satisfied, that men once thoroughly cn. 
vinced of their immortality are not far from being 
Christians. For it is hard to conceive, that a 
man, fully conscious eternal pain or happiness 
w1ll certainly be his lot, Should not earnedly, and 
impartially, enquire after the surest means 'f 
escaping one, and Securing the other. And of 
Such an earnest, and impartial enquiry, 1 we! 
t noꝛu the CONSEQUENCE. 

Here, therefore, in proof of this most funds. 
mental truth, Some plain arguments are offer «; 


b 


arguments derived from principles which unf 


admit in common ith believers; arguments, 


which appear to me altogether irresisiible ond 
Such as, I am Satisfied, will have great wwerin'\t 
with all, who give themselves the small trous!: 
of looking Seriously into their own bysyms, and of 
observing, with any tolerable degree of atiention, 
what daily passes, round about then, in the Wor 's, 
some arzuments sHall, here, occur, which e 
have declined, they are Submitted with ai 

«ej erexce 
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arference to better judgments intiits, hen tmp 'nts, 
the most important. For, as to the being of a God, 
that is no longer disfuted; but It is un- dixputed, 
for this reason andy, viz. Because where the east 
pretence to reason is admilied, it muss for ever 
be indisputalle. And of consequence no man can 
be betrayed into a dispute © 5 that nature by 
vanity; Which has a principal Are mm antm 
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NIGHT VI. 
THE INFIDEL RECLAIM 'D, 


IN TWO PARTS, 


' CONTAINING), 
THE NATURE, PROOF, AND IMPORTANCE 9Ff 
IMMORTALITY. 


PART THE FIRST, 


WHERE, AMONG OTHER THINGS, GLORY AND RICHES 
ARE PARTICULARLY CONSIDERED, 


C— !!‚———— 
To the Right Honourable 
HENRY--PELHAM, 


First Lord Commissioner of the Treasury, aud 
Chancellor of the Exchequer. 


HE (far I know not yet her name 11 
Heaven) 
Not early, like Narcissa, left the scene; 
Nor sudden, like Philander, W hat avail ? 
This sceming mitigation but inflames ; 
This fancy 'd medicine heightens the disease. 


* Referring do Night the Fifth, 


'The 
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* * 


hne longer known, the closer still she grew; 
Al gradual parting is a gradual death. 
is the grim tyrant's engine, which extorts 
By tar ly pressure s still-inereasing weight, 
From hardest hearts, contesslon ot distress. 
O the long ty approach thro' years of painy 
De: this gallery! (might I dare to call it 0) 
\With dismal doubL, and sable te or, hung; 
Sick Hope's pale lamp, its only glimmering ray 2 
5 here, Fate my me lanc! ly walk ordain'd, 
orbid self-love itself to flatter, there. 
i oft I gaz'd propheticaily $a ! 
How oft I saw her Jan while yet in smiles! 
b n mile she sunk Jer gricf, to lessen mr. 
ic spoke me comfort, and increas'd my pain, 
i. ike powerful armics trenching at a to! SY 
by Slow, and silent, but resis ;tless sap, 
| his pale progress gently gaining ground, 
Dank urg'd his deadly siege: in spite of art, 
01 all the  baliny blessings Nature lends 
To succour frail humanit Ye... Ye stars! 
Not now first made familiar to my sight) 
And thou, O Moon! bear witness ; many a nighe 
He tore the pillow from bencathi my bez, 
ty'd down my sore attention tg the shock, 
ccuscless de predations on a life, 
b. arer than that he left me. Dre ard post 
Of observation! darker every hour 
Less dread rhe day that drove nic to the brink, 
And pointed at eternity below; 
When my soul SIG, der'd at fururitv, 
When, on a moment's point, th' impo rtant die 
Ot lite and death, spun doubtful, cer it fell, 
And turn'd up life; my title to more woe. 
But why more wort ? more conitort let it be. 
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Nothing is dead, but that which wish'd to dye 
Nothing is dead, but wretchedness and pain 
Nothing is dead, but what encumber'd, gall d, 
Block'd up the pass, and barr'd from real life. 
Where dwells that wish most ardent of the wise / 
Too dark the sun to see it; highest stars 
Too low to reach it; Death, great Death alone, 
O' er stars and sun, triumphant, lands us there. 
Nor dreadful our transition; tho' the mind, 
An artist at creating selt-alarms, 
Rich in expedients tor inquictude, 
Js prone to paint it dreadtul, Who can take 
Deaths portrait true? the tyrant never gate. 
Our sketch, all random strokes, conjecture 31: ; 
Close shuts the grave, nor tells one single talc, 
Death, and his image rising in the brain, 
Bear faint resemblance; never are alike 3 
Fear shakes the pencil, Fancy loves excess, 
Dark Ignorance is lavich of her shades; 
And these the formidable picture draw. 
But grant the worst; 'tis past 3 ne prospects rise; 
And drop a veil eternal o'er her tomb. 
Far other views our contemplation claim, 
Views that v'crpay the rigours of our lite ; 
Views that suspend our agunics in dcath. 
Wrapt in the thought of 17722971 altty, 
Wrapt in the single, the triumphant thought! 
Long life might lapse, age unpercciv d Come g. 
And find the soul unsated with her theme. 
Its nature, proof, importance, fire my soup. 
O that my song cou'd emulite my soul! 
Like her immortal. No, -- -the soul disdains 
A mark so mean; far nobler hope inflamies; 
It endless ages can outweigh an hour, 


© . . 
Let not the lame, but tlie palm mpires 
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Thy nature, immortality! who knows? 
And yet who knows it not? It is but life 
In stronger thread of brighter colour spun, 
And spun for ever ; dipt by cruel Fate 
In Sygian die, how black, how brittle here! 
How short our correspondence with the sun! 
And while it lasts, inglorious! Our best deeds, 
How wanting in their weight! Or highest joys, 
Small cordials to support us in our pain, 
And give us strength to suffer. But how great, 
To mingle interests, converse, amities, 
With all the sons of reason, scatter'd wide 
Through habitable SPACE, W herever born, 
Howe'er endow'd ! To hve free citizens 
Of universal nature | I To lay hold 
By more than feeble fat/ on the Supreme ! 
To call Heaven's rich unfathomable mincs, 
(Mines, which support arch- angels in ic state) 
Our on! To rise in science, as in bliss, 
Initiate in the secrets of the skies! 
ty To read creation; read its mighty plan 
In the barc boxom of the Deity | 
The plan, and exccution, to collate ! 
To «ee, before each glance of piercing thought, 
All cl: ud all shadow blown remote ; "and leave 
No mystery---but that of Love Divine, 
Which lifts us on the se raph's fl2ming wing 
8 From earth's Aceldama, this field of blood, 
Ot inward anguish, and of outward ill, 
From darkness, and from dust, to Such a scene! 
Love's element! true joy's illustrious home! 
From earth's sad contrast {now dep Jor'd) more fair, 
What exquisite vicissitude of fate 
Blast absolution of our blackest hour ! 
Lorenzo ches are thoughts that make man man, 


The 
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The wise illumine, agrandize the great. 
How great (while yet we tread the kindred clod, 


And ev'ry moment fear to sink beneath | 
The clud wwe tread z sohn trodden by our sons.) RF 
How great, in the wild .chirt of 7/me's pursuits 
Je op, and pause, involv'd in high presage, : 
. Tirough the long visto of a thousand vears, : 
i To stand contemplating our distant sclves, 
As in a magmty! ing mirror seen, \ 
Enlarg'd, ennobl'd, elevate, divine! [ 
To pr opHesy CUF on futurities ! 
4 To ga/e in thought on what all thought transcends! ; 
To talk, with fcllow-candidates, of j Joys : 
! As far beyond conception, as desert, 
y Qurselves the astonish'd talkers, and the tale þ 
74 Lorenzo, $wells thy bos: m at the thought ? tt 
| The «well becomes thee : 'tis an honest pride, K 
Revere thyself ;---and yet thysclt despise. = 
Bis zature no man can o'er-rate; and none | 
Can undcer-rate his merit. Take good heed, 1. 
Nor there be modest, x here thou should'st be proud; Hl 
That almost universal error shun. 12 
How just our 1 ride, when we behold 7/950 heights! — 
{ Not those Ambition paints in air, but those - 
1% Reasgn points OUT, and ardent Firtue gains; n 
And angels emulate; ; Our pri de how just! f J 
Wen mount we? when these shackles cast? w! Jo 
This cell of the creation ? this small nest, 7 An 
Stuck in a corner of the universe, 1 
Wrapt up in Heccy cloud, and fine-spun air ? ab 
Fine-sprin to sense; but gross and feculent Be 
To souls celestial; souls ordain'd to breathe 0's 
| Ambroval gales ; and drink a purer sky; 50 1 
* Greatly tr ciumphant on time's farther chore, | SLY 
* j Mere Virtue reigns, enrich'd with full arrcar* ; la e 
of | Wi tus 
1. 


— * — 
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While Pomp imperial begs an alms of Peace. 

In empire high, or in proud science deep, 
Ye born or earth! on what can you confer, 
Wich half the dignity, with half the gain, 
The gust, the gl, ow of rational delight, 
As on 7, % theme, which angels praise, and arc? 
Man's fatcs, and favours are a theme in Heaven, 

What wretched repetition cloys us Here! 
What periodic potions for the sick 
Distemper'd bodies! and distemper'd minds! 
In an eternity, what scenes shall strike! 
Adventures thicken ! Noveltics surprize 
Wnat webs of wonder shall unravel, ere! 
What ful | day pour on all the paths of Heaven, 
And light tht Almighty's footsteps in the Ceep! 
How shall the blesscd day of our discharge 
Unwin d, at Once, the la! »yrinths of tate; 3 
And straiten its ne xtricable maze | 
t inextinguishable thirst in man 
Knowez; how rich, how full our banquet here # 
lere, no: 7 moral world alone unfolds; 
Luc world z7alrrial, lately seen in shades, 
141 And in those shades by fragments only scen, 
woe: And scen those fragment 5 by the labeuiln eye, 
Unbr. rp . ill Str dus, and ent! Ire, 
I:: ample 5 ere, its universal frame, 
hn Ia full am ensions, sells to the SUFVEV 3 
aun Add enters, at one glance, the ravish'd sig Ut. 
Fre in song ouperior point (hure, who can tell? 
dulce it, 'tis a point where gods ro ide) 
How e shall the stranger man's illumin d eye, 
lu the vast ocean of unbounded space, 

Echold an infinite of Hoating worlds 
Divide the crystal waves of ether pure, 

re In cudles voyage, without port! The /east 
Vice ML Of 
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Of these disseminated orbs, how great ! 

Great as they arc, what numbers these surpass 

Huge, as /eviathan to that small race, 

Those twinkling multitudes of little lite, 

He swallows unperceiv'd ! Szzpendous these! 

Yet what are these stupendous to the 2v/o/lc ? 

As particles, as atoms ill-percciv'd ; 

As circulating globules in our veins 

So vast the plan: Fecundity Divine 

Exuberant source! perhaps, 1 wrong thee still. 
If admiration is a source of jov, 


What transport, hence! Yet this the least in Heaven, 


What 41s to that illustrious robe he wears, 
Who tost this mass of wonders from his hand, 
A specimen, an carnest of his power? 

"Tis, to that glory, whence all glory flows, 
As the mead's meancst flowret to the sun, 


Which gave it birth. But what, this Sun of Heaven? 


This bliss Supreme of the supremely blest ? 

Death, only death, the question can resolve. 

By death, cheap-bought th' ideas of our joy; 

The bare ideas : Solid happiness 

So distant from its shadow chac'd below. 
And chace we a still the phantom thro” the fire, 

O' er bog, and brake, and precipice, till deatii 

And toil we still for sublunary pay ? 

Defy the dangers of the feld, and flood, 

Or, spider- like, spin out our precious all, 

Our more than vials spin (if no regard 

To great tuturity ) in curious webs 

Of subtle thought, and exquicite design; 

(Fine net-work of the brain!) to catch a fly? 

The momentary buz of vain renown | 

A name, a mortal immortality ? 

Or (incancr stil!) instead of grasping air, 
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For sordid lucre plunge we in the mire ? 
Drudge, sweat, thro' every shame, for every gaing 
For vile contaminating trash, throw up 
Our hope in Heaven, our dignity with man ? 
And deify the dirt, matur'd to gold! ? 
Ambition, Avarice ! the two d@mons, these, 
Which goad thro” every slough our human herd, 
Hard-traveld from the cradle to the grave. 
How low the wretches 5toop ! how steep they climb 
These demous burn mankind ;z but most possess 
Loren go's bosom, and turn out the $Kkies 
Is it in imme to hide eterntty © 
And why not in an atom on the Shore, 
To cover ocean ? of, a mote, the sun? 
Glo * and Ii ealth have they this blinding pow "C3 
What, if to the m, [ prove Lorenzo blind ? 
Would it sarprize thee 2 Be thou then surpriz'd ; 
Thou neither know'sr ; their nature learn from me. 
Mark well, as foreign as these srxbjedts Seem, 
V hat close connection ties them to my theme. 
First, what 1s true ambition? The pursuit 
Or glory, nothing less than man can share. 
Were they as v ain, as gaudy-minded man, 
As flatulent with fumes of self— applause, 
4 heir arts, and rens animals might boast, 
And claim their laurel crowns, as well as we, 
ut not celestial. Here we stand alone; 
As in our form, distinct, pre— eminent; 
It prone in thought, our stature is our Shame, 
And man should olush, his forchead meets the skies. 
The a Visible und preent are for brutes, 
lender portion! and a narrow bound! 
1 CSE, rec, W ith an energy divine, 
0 ericans ; and claims the future, and unsSeen; 
Tue vast unscen! the future fathomless! 


M2 Whe n 
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When the great soul buoys up tc this high point, 
Leaving gross rarrre's Sediment below, 

Then, and then only, Adam's offspring quits 
The sage and hero of the fields and woods, 
Asscrts his rank, and rises into man. 

{his is ambition: this is Vun fire. 

Can Parts, or Place (two bold pretenders ! ) mate 
Lorenzo great, and pluck him from the throng ? 

' Genius and art, Ambition's buasted wings, 
Our boast but ill deserve. A feeble aid! 
Dedalian enginery ! It these alone 
Assist our flight, Fame's flight is Glory's fall. 
Heart-merit wanting, mount we ne'cr so high, 
Our height is but the gibbet of our name. 

A celebrated wretch when I behold, 

When 1 behold a genius bright, and base, 

Of towering talents, and terrestrial aims, 
Methinks 1 sce, as thrown from her high sphere, 
The glorious fragments of a soul immortal, 
With rubbish mixt, and glittering in rhe dust. 
Struck at the splendid, melancholy sight, 

At once compassion soft, and exyy rie- 
But wheretore envy ? Talents angel-bright, 
If wanting worth, are shining instruments 
In false Ambition's hand, ro tinish faults 
Illustrious, and give infamy renown. 

Great z// is an achievement of great pow'rs, 
Plain sense but rarely leads us far astray. 
Reason the means, ofettions choose our end 
Means have no merit, if our end amiss. 

If wrong our hearts, our heads arc right in voin; 
What is a Pe/ham's head, to Pelhar's heart? 
Hearts are proprietors of all applause. [ wi$e 
Right ends, and means, make wisdom: wolldh- 
I: but half-witted, at its highest praise. | 

| IC. > 
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Let genus then despair to make thee great; 
Nor fatter gtatian: What is station high? 
"Tis a proud mendicant; it boasts, and begs; 
It begs an alms of homage from the throng, 
And ott the throng denics its charity. 
Monarchs, and ministers, are awful names; 
Whocver wear them, challenge our devoir. 
Religion, publick order, both exact 
External homage, and a supple knee, 
To beings pompously set up, to serve 
The meancst slave; all more is Mcrit's due; 
Her sacred, and inviolable right, 
Nor ever paid the monarch, but the man, 
Our hearts ne' er bow but to superior 200; 
Nor ever fail of their allegiance there. 
Fools, indeed, drop the man in their account, 
And vote the manile into majesty. 
Let the small savage boast his silver fur; 
His royal robe unborrow'd, and unbovght, 
His ova descending fairly from his sires. 
Shall man be proud to wear nis livery, 
And souls in ermine scorn a soul without? 
Can place or lessen us, or aggrandize ? 
Pygmies arc pygmies still, tho' percht on alps, 
And pyramids are pyramids in vales. 
Each man makes his own stature, builds himself: 
Virtue alone out- builds the ppramicds ; 
Her monuments shall last, when Eg yþt's fall. 

Of these sure truths dost thou demand the cause? 
The cause is lodg'd in 77zmortality, 
Hear, and assent. Thy bosom burns for pow'r ; 
What station charms thee 2? I'll instal thee there; 
Tis thine. And art thou greater than before? 
Tuen thou before wast something less than man. 
Has thy new post betray'd thee into pride? 

3 That 
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That treacherous pride betrays thy dignity; 
That pride detames humanity, and calls 

The being mean, which gs, or strings can raize, 
That pride, like hooded hawks, in darkness Soars, 
From blindness bold, and tow'ring to the sKkics, 
"Tis born of /gxorance, which knows not man 
'An angel's second; nor his second long. 

A Nero quitting his imperial throne, 

And courting glory from the tinkling string, 
But faintly shadows an immortal soul, 

With empire's self, to pride, or rapture, fir'd, 

If nobler motives minister no cure, 

Even vanity forbids thee to be vain. 

High worth is elevated place: tismore; 

It makes the post stand candidate for ther ; 


Makes more than monarchs, makes an honest mau; 


Tho' no exchegqrer it commands, 'tis wealth; 

And tho' it wears no r:4b07, tis renown 

Renown, that would not quit thee tho disgrac'd, 

Nor leave thee pendant on a master's smile. 

Other ambition nature interdicts ; 

Nature proclaims it most absurd in man, 

By pointing at his origin, and end; 

Milk, and a swathe, at firs, his whote demand, 

His whole domain, at last, a turf, or stonc, | 

To whom, between, a world may scem toy small. 
Souls truly great dart forward on the wing 

Of 745! ambition, to the grand result, 

The curtain's fall; tere, see the buskin'd chief 

Unshod behind this momentary scene; 

Reduc'd to his own stature, low or high, 

As vice, or virtue sinks him, or sublimes; 

And laugh at this fantastic mummery, 

This antic prelude of grotesque events, 

Where dwarts are often stilted, and betray 


A littlenes 
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A littleness of soul by worlds o'er-run, 
And nations laid in blood. Dread sacrifice 
To Christian pride ! which had with horror shock'd 
The darkest 3 ottcr'd to their gods. 

O thou -95t Christian enemy to peace! 
Again in arms? again provoking fate: 
That prince, and that alone, 1s truly great, 
Who draws the sword reluctant, gladly sheaths 
On empire builds what empire far outweighs, 
And makes his throne a scaffold to the skies. 

Why this so rare? Because forgot of all 
The day of death; that vencrable day, | 
Whichsits as Judge; that day which shall pronouncg 
On all our days, absolve them, or condemn. 
Lorenzo ! never shut thy thought against it; 
Be /evees ne'er so full, afford it room, 
And give it audience in the Cabrnet.s: 
That triend consulted, flatteries apart, 
Will tell thee fair, if thou art great, or mean. 

To doat on aught may leave us, or be left, 
Is that am4:ticn? Then let flames descend, 
Point to the centre their inverted spires, 
And learn humiliation from a soul, 
Which boasts her lincage from celestial fire. 
Yet these arc they, the world pronounces wise. 
The world, which cancels Nature's right, and wrong, 
And casts zezv Wisdom : even the grave man lends 
His solemn face, to countenance the coin. 
Wisdom fer parts is madness for the whole, 
This stamps the paradox, and gives us leave 
To call the wisest weak, the richest poor, 
The most ambitious unambitious, mean; 
In triumph, mean; and abject on a throne, 
Nothing can make it less than mad in man, 
To put forth all his ardor, all his arty 


And 
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And give his soul her full unbounded flight, 
Bur reaching /m, who gave her wings to fly. 
When blind Ambition quite mixtakes her road, 
And downwards pores, for that which shines above, 
dubstantial happiness, and true renown z 
Then, like an idiot gazing on the brook, 
We lap at stars, and fasten in the mud 
At glory grasp, and sink in infamy. 
Amdvition ! powerful source of good and ill! 
Thy sﬆwrength in man, like length of wing in birds, 
When disengag'd from carth, with greater eas 
And swifter flight, transports us to the skies? 
By toys entangied, or in guilt bemir'd, 
It turns a curse; it is our chain, and scourge. 
In this dark dungeon, where confin'd we lie, 
Close-grated by the sordid bars of sense; 
All prospett ot eternity shut out; 
And, but for execution, ne'er set free. 
With error in amôitios justly charg'dy 
Find we Lorenzo wiser in his wealth ? 
What if thy rental I reform? and draw 
An inventory new to set thee right ? 
Where, thy ſræe treasure ? Gold says, “ not in me,” 
And, * not in me, the Diamond. Gold is poor; 
India's insolvent: seek it in thyself; 
Scek in thy naked self, and find it there. 
in being so descended, form'd, endow'd 
Sky-born, S$Ky-guided, s8ky-returning race! 
Ere&t, immortal, rational, divine! 
In senses, which inherit earth, and heavens 4 
Enjoy the various riches Nature yields 
Far nobler | give the riches they enjoy; 
Give taste to fruits; and harmony to groves z 
Their radiant beams tv gold, and gold's bright sire; 
Take in, at once, the landscape of the world, , 
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Ar a small inlet, which a grain might close, 
And halt create the wonderous world, they see. 
Our $7565, and our reason, are divine. 
But for the magic organ's powerful charm, 
Earth were a rude, uncolour'd chaos $wull. 
0504s are but the occasion 3 ours th' ei,; 
Ours are the cloth, the pencil, and the paint, 
Winch Nature's admirable pictures draw; 
And beautity Creation's ample dome. 
Like Milton's Eve, when gazing on the lake, 
Man makes the matchless image, man admires. 
Say then, shall man, his thoughts all sent abroad, 
Si werior wonders in himself | forgot, 
lis admiration waste on objects round, 
Wen Heaven makes him the soul of all he 5ces ? 
Absurd! nut rare! so great, so mean, is man. 
What wealtnin seng suchas these! what wealth 

In Fancy, fir'd to form a fairer scene 
Than Sense surveys! in Memory. s firm record, 
Which, should it perish, could this worid recal, 
From the dark adobe of o'erwhelming years ! 1 
In colours fresh, originally bright 
Preserve its portrait, and report its fate! 
What wealth in Ixtellæct, that Sovereign power! 
Which Sense, and Fancy, Summons to the bar; 
Interrogates, app roves, or reprchends; ; 

And from the mass those wndeoritngs import, 
From their materials sifted, and refin d, 
And in 77#t/'s balance accurately weigh'd, 
Forms art, and science, government, and Jaz 

The Solid basis, and the beautcous frame, 

he vitals, and the grace of 62 lite; 

And, manuers (sad exception!) set aside, 
Strikes out, with master-hand, a copy fair 


y 


t ts idea, Whose indulgent thought 
Long; 
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Long, long, ere Chaos reem'd, plann'd hzman bis 
What <vealth in souls that soar, dive, range around, 
Disdaining limit, or from place, or time; 
And hear at once, in thought extensive, hear 
The Almighty frat, and the tuνννes sornd ? 
Bold on Crcation's outside walk, and view 
What was, and is, and ore than cer shall be; 
Commanding, with omnipotence of thought, 
Creations new, in Fency's field to rise 
Souls, that can grasp whate'er th' Almighty made, 
And wander wild, through things impossible 
What wealth, in faculties of endless growth, | 
In quenchless 94551075 violent to crav cy | 
In ?:berty to choose, in power to reach, 
And in duration (how thy riches rise !) 
Duration to perpetuate boundtess bliss! ( 
Ask you, what powwer residues in feeble man 1 
| 


That blies to gain? Is # reve 's, then, unknown? 
Virtuc, our present Peace, our future prize. 


Man's unprecarivus, natural estate, 1 
Improveable at will, in Virtue, lies; . 
Its tenure $urc ; its income is divine. * 
High- built abundance, heap on heap! for what' FF 1 
To breed new wants, and beggar us the more; * 
Then, make a richer scramble for the throng? A 
Soon as this feeble pulse, which lags so long A 
Almost by miracle, is tir'd with play, 4. 
Like rubbish, from disploding engines thrown, T| 
Our magazincs of hoarded trilles fly; 1 
Fly diverse; fly to foreigners, to focs; Of 
New masters court, and call the former foo!, 55 
( How justly !) for dependence on their stay. Ar 
Wide scatter, first, our play-things, then, our dus. 
Dost court abundance tor the sake of peace? w 


Learn, and lament, thy self-defcated scheme: 
Rica 
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Riches enable to be richer still; 
And, richer gi, what mortal can resist? 
Thus Wealth, (a cruel task-master!) enjoins 
New tolls, Succeeding toils, an endless train! 
And murders Peace, which taught it first to shine. 
The poor are half as wretched, as the rich; 
Whose proud, and painful privilege it is, 
At once, to bear a double load of woe; 
T's teel the stings of exvy, and of <vart, 
Outrageous want! both Indies cannot cure. 

A competence i vital to content. 
Much wealth is corpulence, if not discase; 
Sick, or encumber d, is our happiness. 
A competence is all we can ex79y. 
O be content, where Heaven can give no more 
More, like a fich of water from a lock, 
Quickens our spirit's motement for an hour, 
But soon its force is spent, nor rise gur joys, 
Atawe our native temper's common stream. 
Hence dtappointment Jurks in ev'ry prize, 
As bees in flowers; and stings us with success. 

The rich man, who denies it, proudly feigns; 
Nor knows the wise are privy to the hie. 
Much learning Shows how little mortals #now ; 
Much wealth, how little worldlings can enjoy : 

At best, it babys us with endless toys, 

And keeps us children till we drop to dust. 
As monkics at a mirror stand amaz'd, 
5 they fail to find, what they $0 plainly see; 
Thus men, in chining riches, ce the face 
Ot happiness, nor Know it is a shade; 
ut gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again, 
And wish, and wonder eit is absent still. 
Ho few can rescue Opulence from want! 
Who lives to Nature rarely can be poor; 
* Wha 
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Who lives to Fancy never can he rich. 

Poor is the man in debt; the man of gold, 

In debt to Forizre, trembles at her pow'r. 

The man of Rear smiles at her, and Death, 

O what a patrimony, this! A Bring 

Of such inherent strength and mayesty, 

Not worlds posscst can raise it; worlds destroy 
Can't injure 3 which holds on its glorious course, 
When thine, O Nature! ends; too blest to mourn 
Creation's obsequics. What treasure, //rs / 
The monarch is a beggar to the man. 

Immortal! Ages past, vet nothing gone! 
Morn without eve ! A race without a goal ! 
Unshortned by progression infinite! 

Futurity for ever future! Lite 

Beginning still, where computation ends! 

Tis the description of a Deity ! 

"Tis the description of the meancst slave: 

The mcanest slave, dares then, Leno, scorn * 
The meancst slave thy $owere:g7 glory shares. 
Proud youth! fastidious of the /92ver world! 
Man's lawful pride includes humility. 

Stoops to tlie lowest; is too great to find 
Inferiors ; all immortal ! brothers all! 
Proprietors eternal of thy love. | 

Immortal! What can strike the sense so strong, 
As this the 5917? it thunders to the thought; 
Reason amazes; Gratitnide o'erwhelms ; 

No more we slumber on the brink of Fate; 

Rous'd, at the sound, th' exulting soul ascends, 

And breathes her native air; an air that feeds 

Ambitions high, and tans ethereal nes ; 

Quick-kindles all that is divine within us 

Nor leaves one loitering thought beneath the stars. 
Has not Lorenzo boom caught the flame ? 

Trrimarta.! 
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Immortal! Was but One immortal, how 

Would others envy! How would thrones adore ! 

Because 'tis common, is the blessing lost? 

How this ties up the bounteous hand of Heaven ? 

O vain, vain, vain! all else: Eternty ! 

A glorious, and a needfr refuge, that, 

From vile imprisonment in abject views, 

'Tis Immortality, tis that alone, 

Amid Life's pains, abasements, empti nete, 

The soul can comfort, elevate, and fili. 

That only, and that amply, this performs; 

Lifts us above Life's pains, her joys above; 

Their terror t%ose; and these rhe lustre lose; 

Fiernity depending covers all; 

Eternity depending all achieves; 

Sets Earth at distance; casts her into shades; 

Blends her distinctions; abrogates her pow 'rs ; 

The low, the lofty, joyous, and severe, 

Fortune's dread frowns, and fascinating smiles, 

Make one promiscuous, and neglected heap, 

The man beneath; if J may call him man, 

Whom Iinmortality's full force inspires. 

Nothing terrestrial touches his high thought; 

duns Shine unseen, and thunders roll unheard, 

By minds quite conscious of their high descent, 

Their present province, and their future prize; 

Divinely darting upward every wish, 

Warm on the wing, in glorious ab:erce lost. 
Doubt you this truth > Why labours your belief? 

If earth's whole orb, by some due-distanc'd eye 

Was seen at once, her tow'ring A/ps would sink, 

And level'd Atlas leave an even sphere. 

Thus Earth, with all that earthly minds admire, 

Is swallow'd in Eternity's vast round. 

To that stupendous view, when souls awake, 


134 THE COMPLAINT, NIGHT VI. 


So large of late, so mountainous to man, 
Iimes toys subside; and equal all below. 
Knthusiastic, this; then all are weak, 
But rank enthusiasts: to this godlike height 
Some souls have soar'd ; or martyrs ne'er had bled, 
And all may do, what has by man been done. 
Who, beaten by these sublunary storms, 
Boundless, interminable, joys can weigh, 
Unraptur'd, unexalted, uninflam'd ? 
What slave, unblest, who from to-morrow's dawn 
Expects an empire? He forgets his chen, 
And thron'd in thought, his absent sceptre waves, 
And what a sceptre waits us! what a throne ! 
Her own immense appointments to compute, 
Or comprehend her high prerogatives, 
In this her dark minority, how toils, 
How vainly pants, the human soul divine! 
Too great the bounty scems for earthly joy; 
What heart but trembles at so strange a bliss ? 
In spite of al! the truths the muse has sung, 
Ne'er to be priz'd enough! enough revolv'd! 
Arc there, who wrap the world so close about them, 
They «ce no farther than the clouds; and dance 
On hecdless Vanity's tantastick toe, 
Till «tumbling at a straw, in their carecr, 
Headlong they plunge, where end both dance and 
Are there, Lorenzo is it possible? song:! 
Are there on carth (let me not call them men) 
Who lodge a soul immortal in their breasts; 
Unconscious as the mountain of its ore ? 
Or rock, of its incstimable gem ? | 
When rocks shall melt, and mountains vanish, thc? 
Shall know their rcvavure ; treasure, then, no more. 
Are there (still more amazing |) who resist 
' The rising thought ? Who smother, in its birth, 
| | Th ne 
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The glorious truth ? Who struggle to be brutcs ? 
Who thro' this bosoms barrier burst their way ? 
And, with revers'd ambition; strive to sink? 
Who labour downwards thro' th' oppoving pow 'rs 
Of Instinct, Reason, and the World agamst then, 
To dismal hopes, and shelter in the Shock 
Of endless night? night darker than the grave 's 2 
Who ight the proofs of Immortality? 
With horrid zeal, and exccrable arts, 
Work all their engines, level their vlack fires, 
To blot from man %s attribute divine, 
(Than vital blood far dearer to the wisc,) 
Blasphemers, and rank athcivts to themselves ? 
To contradict them sce ail Nature risc ! 
What object, what event; the moon beneath, 
But argues, or endears, an after-5cenc ? 
To Reasom proves, or weds it to Desire? 
All things proclaim it zredfz!; Some advance 
One precious step beyond, and prove it . 
A thousand arguments «warm round my pen, 
From Heaven, and Hari], and Man. * 1 a few, 
„Bu Nature, as her common habit, worn; 
So pressing Providence a truth tv trach, 
Which truth untaught, all other truths were vain, 
Thou! whose all-providential eve surveys, 
d Whose hand directs, whose spirit fills, and warms 
Creation, and holds cmpire far beyond! 
Eternity's Inhabitant august! 
Of two Eternities amazing Lord! 
One past, e'er man's, or angel's, had begun; 
Aid! while I rescue from the foc's assault, 
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ze Thy glorious Immortality in Mau. 
Ie, A theme for ever, and for all, of weight, 
Of moment infinite ! but relish'd most 
n By thosc, who love thee most, who most adore. 
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Nature, thy daughter, ever-changing birth 
Of thee the Great Immutable, to man 
Speaks Wisdom; is his oracle supreme; 
And he who most con<*ults her, is most wise. 
Lorenzo, to this heavenly De!phos haste; 
And come back all-immortal; all- divine: 
Look Nature N tis revolution all, 
All change, no death. Day follows night; and night 
The dying day; stars rise, and set, and rise; 
Earth takes th' example. See, the S%mmer gay 
With her green chaplet, and ambrosial flow' rs, 
Droops into pallid Autumn; Winter grey 
Horrid with trost, and turbulent with storm, 
Blows Autumn, and his golden fruits away, 
Then melts into the Spring; ; Soft Springwith breath 
Fawvonian, from warm chambers of the Soutli, 
Recals the et. All, to rcflourtsh, fades. 
As in a wheel all sinks, to reascend, 
Emblems of man, who passes, not expires. 
With this minute distinction, emblems just, 
Nature revolves, but man advances; both 
Eternal, hat a circle, %s a line. 
That gravitates, %s soars. TW aspiring soul 
Ardent, and tremulous, like flame, ascends ; 
Zeal, and Hum:i'ity, her wings to Heaven. 
The world of matter, with its various forms, 
All dies into new life. Life born from death 
Rolls the vast mass, and shall for ever roll. 
No single atom, once in being, lost, 
With change of counsel, charges the most Fig! 
\W hat hence infers Lore 180 Can it be ? 
Mcuticr, immortal? and shall Spirit die? 
Above the noblcr, shall less noble rise? 
Shall man alone, for whom all else revives, 
No resurrection Know? Shall man alonc, 
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Imperial man ! be sown in barren ground, 
Less privileg'd than grain, on which he feeds? 
Is man, in whom alone is power to prize 
The bliss of being, or with previous pain 
Deplore its period, by the spleen of Fate 
Severely doom'd Death's single unredeem'd? 

It Nature's revolution Speaks aloud, 
In her gradation hear her louder still. 
Look Nature thro', 'tis neat gradation all. 
By what minute degrees her scale ascends 3 
Each middle Nature join'd at each extreme; 
To that above it join'd, to that beneath. 
Parts into parts reciprocally shot, 
Abhor divorce : What love of union reigns ! 
Here, dormant matter waits a call to life 
Half-life, half-death join there; here, Life and 

Sense; 

There, Sense from Reason steals a glimmcring ray; 
Reason shines out in man. But how preserv'd 
The chain unbroken upward, to the realms 
Of incorporcal life? those realms of bliss, 
Where Dearth hath no dominion ? Grant a make 
Half-mortal, half-immortal ; earthy part, 
And part ethereal; grant the soul of man 
Eternal; or in man the series ends. 
Wide yawns the gap, connexion is no more; 
Check'd Reason halts, her next step wants support; 
Striving to climb, she tumbles from her scheme; 
A scheme, Analogy pronounc'd so true; 
Analogy, man's surest guide below. 

Thus far, al! Nature calls on thy belief. 
And will Lorenzo, careless of the call, 
False attestation on all Nature charge, 
Rather than violate his league with Death ? 
Renounce his reason, rather than renounce 
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The dust belov'd, and run the risque of Heaven ? 
O what indignity to deathless souls! 

What treason to the majesty of man ! 

Of man immortal! hear the lofty style. 

If so decreed, th' Almighty Will be done. 
Let earth dissolve, yon ponderous orbs descend, 
And grind us into dust: the oz is safe; 

&© The max emerges z mounts above the wreck, 
* As tow'ring flame from Nature's funeral pyre ; 
% O'er devastation, as a gainer, smiles; 

& His charter, his inviolable rights, 

% Well- pleas'd to learn from Thunder's impotence, 
% Death'spointlessdarts,andHell's defeatedstorms.“ 
But these chimeras touch not thee, Loreng 9! 

The glories of the world, thy seven-fold shield. 

Other ambition than of crowns 1n air, 

And superlunary fclicitics, 

Thy bosom warm. ['ll cool it if I can, 

And turn those glorics, that enchant, against thee, 

What tics thee to is life, proclaims the x.. 

Tf wisc, the cause that wounds thee is thy cure. 
Come, my ambitiuus 1 Let us mount together, 

{To mount Lorenzo never can refusc) 

And trom the clouds, where pride delights to dwell, 

Look down on earth. What scest thou? wond rgus 

tiungs ! 

Terrestrial wonders, that eclipse the skies. 

What lengths of labour'd lands! What loaded scas; 

Loaded by man, for pleasure, wealth, or war ! 

Seas, winds, and planets, into Service brought, 

His art acknowledge, and promote his ends. 

Nor can th” ternal rocks lus will withstand : 

Wat tevell'd mountains! and what lifted vales ! 

O'er valcs, and mountains, sumptuous cities swell, 

And gild our landscape with their glittering spires. 

Some, 
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Some, mid the wondering waves majestic rise; 

And Neptune holds a mirror to their charms. 

Far greater $til!! (what can not mortal might?) 

See, wide dominions ravish'd from the deep. 

The narrow'd deep with indignation foams. 

Or south ward turn; to ce, and grand, 

The finer arts there ripen in the sun. 

How the tall temples, as to meet their gods, 

Ascend the skies] the proud triumphal arch 

Shows us half Heaven beneath its ample bend, 

High thro' mid air, ere, streams are taught to flow; 

Whole rivers there, lay'd by in basons, sleep. 

Here, plains turn oceans; zhere, vast oceans join 

Thro' kingdoms channel'd deep from shore tv. 
shore; 

And chang'd Creation takes its face from man. 

Beats thy brave breast for formidable scenes, 

Where fame, and empire wait upon the sword? 

Sce, fields in blood; hear, naval thunders rise; 

Britannia's voice! that awes the world to pcace, 

How yon enormous mole projecting breaks 

The midsea, furious, waves! their roar amidst, 

Outspeaks the Deity, and says“ O main! 

« Thus far, nor farther ; new restraints obey.““ 

Earth's diszembowel'd ! measur'd are the skies! 

Stars are detected in their deep recess! 

Creation widens! vanquish'd Nature yields! 

Her secrets are extorted ! Art prevails ! 

What monument of genius, spirit, pow'r ! 

And now, Lorenzo! raptur'd at this scene, 
Whose glories render Heaven superfluous! say, 
Whose footsteps, these? — Imnmortals have been here. 
Could less than souls immortal this have done? 
Earth's cover'd o'er with proofs of souls immortal; 
And proots of immortality forgot. 4 

| v 
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To flatter thy grand foible, I confess, 
These are Ambttion's works; and these are great 
But this, the least immortal souls can do; 
Transcend them all. But what canthese transcend 
Do'st ask me, what: — One sigh for the drstrrest; 
W hat then for in/idels ? A deeper sigh. 
Tis moral grandeur makes the mighty man: 
How 7:ttle they, who think aught great below! 
All our ambitions Dearth defeats, but one, 
And that it crowns.—Here cease we, but ere long 
More powerful proof shall take the field agains: 

thee, 

Stronger than Death, and smiling at the tomb. 


END OF NIGHT THE SIXTH. 
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S we are at war with the power, it were 
well if we were at war with the manners 
France. A land of Levity is a land of 
Guilt, A serious mind zg the native soil of every 
virtue; and the gingle character that does true 


* honour to mankind. The Soul's Immortality has 


been the favourite theme with the serious of all 
ages. Nor is it trange; it is a subjett by far 
the most interesting, an important, that can 
enter the mind of Man. Of highest moment 
this Subject always was, and always will be. 
Yet this its highest moment seems to admit of 
encrease, at this day; a sort of occasional in- 
portance is Superadded to the natural weight of 
it; if that opinion, which is advanced in the 
Preface to the preceding Night, be Just. I. is 
there Suppoivd, that all our Infidels, whatever 
elende, for argument's sate, and to keep thems 
elbe 111 cou nance, they patronize, are be- 
iruy 4 into their deplorable error, by some doubt 
of fois I mmortalitv, at the bottom. And the 
more I. consider tl point, the more I am Ber- 
ee of the truth of that opinion. The the 

trust of a Futurity is @ Strange error; yet is 
ii an error into which bad men may naturally 
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be didtressed. For it is impossible to bid de: 
fiance to final ruin, without some refuge in ; 
imagination, ome presumption of escape. And | 
what presumption is there? There are but 1:9 
in nature; but too, withi the compass of 
human thought. Aud these are, — That either : 
GOD will t, or can not prenich. Considering 

the Divine Atiributrs, the First 1s too gross 19 / 
be digested by dur strongest zuishes. And since a 
Omnipotence 7s as much a Divine Altribute a: L 
Holiness, that GOD cannot punish, 15 as aviurd 5 
a sup position as the ſurmer. GOD certainly can . 
piintsh, as long as the wicked man exits. In * 
non- existence, therefore, is their only refuge; 
and, conSequently, non-existence 15 their sirong en 1 
woish, And strong wishes have a strange in- 1 
fluence on our opinions; they bias the judgment 2 
in à manner, almost, incredible, And Since vt * 


this member of their alternative, there are samt 4 
very small appearances 1# their favour, and nne 10 
at all on the other, they catch at this reed, they ay, 
lay hold on this chimera, to save themsetves fron: ft 
the shock, and horror, of an immediate, and abs, ih 
lutc, desparrs 4 
On reviewing my subject, by the light which Ho 
this argument, and others of lite tendency, 4 
threw upon it, I was more inclin'd, than ever, as 
to pursue it; as it appear'd to me to strite di. on 
4 


redtly at the main root of all our infidelity. Ir 
the 5 pages, it is, accordingly, pur F 
97 


Sued at large; and some arguments for In: f 

mortality new (at least to me) are ventur d on M. 

in them,” There also the writer has made 0! ; 
1 


attempt to 5ct the gross abturditics, and bur, 
| T0, 
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rors of annihilation in a ſuller, and more af< 
felling view, than is (1 think) to be met with 
elsewwhere. 

The Gentlemen, for whose sake this attempt 
was chie y made, profeis great admiration for 
the wisdom of Heathen Antiquity: what pity 
"tis, they are not Sincere! If they were sincere, 
how would it morttfy them to consider, uin 
what contempt, and abhorrence, their notions 
would have been received, by those whom they 
$0 much admire ! What degree of contempt, and 
abhorrence, would fali to their share; may be 


conjetturred by the followings matter of fact, 
: (in my opinion) extremely memorable, Of all 
their Heathen IWorthies, Socrates Cris well 
known) was the most guarded, dispassionate, 
E and composed; yet this great master of temper 
: was angry; and angry at his last hour; and 
. angry with his friend; and angry for what de- 
1 er acknowledgment, angry, for @ right, 
Br and tender INSIGNCE of true Friendship towards 
1 um. Is not this surprizing? What could be 
5 the cause? Je cause was for his honour ; it 
was a truly noble, tho', perhaps, a tos puncti- 
71 lious, regard for Immortality: for his friend 
7. aging hum, with wuch an affettionate concern 
25 as became a friend, „ Where he Should de- 
u. Voit his remains?” it was resented by So- 
1 Crates, as implying a dishonourable Suppoittions. 
* that he could be so mean, as to have regard 
* for any thing, even in himscif, that was not 
' 1: IMMORTAL, 
a This fa. well consider'd, would make our 
Ur- Infidels withdraw their admiration from So- 
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crates; or make them endeavonr, by their tit. 

gation of this illustrious example, to Share |; 

glory: and, consequentiy, it would incline them 

to peruse the following paves with candor, an! 
impartiality: which 15 all I desire; and tht, 

for their sakes: for I am persuaded, that an un- 7 
prejudiced Infidel must, necessarily, recerve un: 
advantagenus impressions from them, 
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INFIDEL RECLAIM'D. 


CONTAINING, 


THE NATURE, PROOF, AND IMPORTANCE OF 
IMMORTALITY. | 


— 


HU gives the needful, but neglected, call. 

What day, what hour, but knocks at human 
hearts, 

To wake the soul to sense of future scenes? 

Deaths stand, like Mercurys, in ev'ry way 

And kindly point us to our journey's end. 

Pope, who couldst make immortals ! art thou dead 

I give thee joy: nor will I take my leave; 

So soon to follow. Man but dives to death; 

Dives from the sun, in fairer day to rise; 

The grave, his subterrancan road to bliss. 

Yes, infinite indulgence plann'd it so; 

Thro' various parts our glorious story runs; 

1:me gives the preface, endless Age unrolls 

The volume, (ne'er unroll'd!) of human fate. 


O 2 This 
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This, Earth and Skies * already have proclaim! T 
The world's a prophecy of worlds to come; * 
And who, what God foretels, (who s peaks in 2e, B 
Still louder than in words) shall dare deny ? T 

H 
A 


r If Nature's arguments appear too weak, 

= Turn a new leaf, and stronger read in max. 

451 If man sleeps on, untaught by what he sees, 
. Can he prove infidel to what he feels? Se 
{ll He, whose blind thought futurity demies, * 
we Unconscious bears, Bellerophon ! like thee, Ls 
oh His own indictment; he condemns himselt Tl 
N.: Who reads his bosom, reads immortal life; Or 
Or, Nature, there, imposing on her sons, NI. 
* Has written fables ; man was made a /ye. Hi 
Why discontent for ever harbour'd there? Ar 
Incurable consumption of our peace ( 

Resolve me, why, the cottager and Tung, 

He whom sea-sever'd realms obey, and he Spe 
Who steals his whole dominion from the waste, Un 
Repelling winter blasts with mud and straw, Sca 
Disquieted alike, draw sigh for sigh, | An 
In fate so distant, in complaint so near, Tu 
Is it, that things terrestrial can't content? '! 
Deep in rich pasture, will thy flocks complain ? Me 
Nat so; but to their master is deny'd Obj 
To share their sweet seren. Man, ill at case, No 
In this, not Ai ow7 place, this foreign field, A b 
Where Nature fodders him with other food, 0 te 
Than was ordain'd his cravings to suffice, 4 sc 
Poor in abundance, famish'd at a feast, Nor 
Sighs on for something more, when most enjoy d. MW it, 


Is Heav'n then kinder to thy flocks, than thee ? 
Not so; thy pasture richer, but remote; 
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In part remote; for that remoter part 

Man blcats from Instinct, tho', perhaps, debauch'd 
By gense, his reason sleeps, nor dreams the cause. 
The cause how obvious, when his reason wakes ! 
His grief is but his grandeur in disguise 

And discontent is z7mmortality. 

Shall sons of Ether, shall the bload of Heav'n, 
Set up their hopes on earth, and stable kere, 
With brutal acquiescence in the mire? 
Lorenzo! no, they shall be nobly pain'd; 
The glorious foreigners distrest, shall sigh 
On thrones ; and thou congratulate the sigh: 
Man's misery declares him born for bliss; 
His anxious heart asserts the truth I sing, 
And gives the sceptic in his head the lye. 

Our heads, our hearts, our passions, and our 

pow'rs, 

Speak the same language; call us to the skies; 
Unripen'd these in this inclement clime, 
Scarce rise above conjecture, and mistake; 
And for this land of trifles, #4ose too strong, 
Tumultuous rise, and tempest human life; 
What prize on earth can pay us for the storm? 
Meet objects for our passing Heav'n ordain'd, 
Objects that challenge all their fire, and leave 
No fault, but in defect: blest Heav'n! avert 
A bounded ardor for unbounded bliss 
0 tor a bliss unbounded ! far bencath 
A soul immortal, is a mortal joy. 
Not are our pozv'rs to perish immature; 


But, after feeble effort, here, beneath 


A brighter sun, and in a nobler soil, 

| ran>planted from this sublunary bed, 

all tourith fair, and put forth all their bloom. 
(2.3 
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Reason progressive, Instind is complete; 
Swift Instindt leaps; slow Reason feebly climbs, 
Brutes soon their zenith reach; their little all 
Flows in at once; in ages they no more 
Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 

Were man to hve co-eval with the sun, 

The patriarch-pupil would be learning still; 
Yet, dying, leave his lesson half unlcarnt, 

Men perish in advance, as if the sun 

Should set ere noon, in Eastern oceans drown'd; 


4 If fit, with dim, illustrious to compare, 

N The sun's meridian, with the sou of man. 

2 To man, why, stepdame Nature! so severe? 

1 Why thrown aside thy master- piece half wrought, 

: if While meaner efforts thy last hand enjoy? 
„ Or, if abortively poor man must die, | 


Nor reach, what reach he might, why dic in dread ? 
Why curst with foresight? wise to misery ? 

Why of his proud prerogative the prey? f 
Why less pre-eminent in rank, than pain! ] 
His !mmortality alone can tell; f 
Full ampic fund to balance all amiss, 


2 * 
— ä 
2 _ CS 


And turn the scale in favour of the just! 3 
His :mmortality alone can solve £ 
That darkest of u mas, human He 
Of all the darkest, if at death we dic. Ti 
Hope, eager Hope, th' assassin of cur joy, {\ 
All present blessings treading under foot, * 
Is scarce a milder tyrant than Desparr. * 
With no past toils content, still planning new, * 
Hope turns us o'er to Death alone for cas. EF 
Pos5ses5i0n, why, more tasteless than pursuts t 


Why is a wish far dearer than a crown ? 
That wish accomplih'd, why, the grave of 


3c 
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Because in the great future bury'd deep, 
Beyond our plans of empire, and renown, 
Lies al that man with ardor should pursue; 
And He, who made him, bent him to the right. 
Man's heart th' Almighty to the future seis, 
By secret, and inviolable springs ; 
And makes his hope his sublunary joy. 
Man's heart eats all things, and is hungry still; 
More, more:“ the glutton cries: for something 
So rages appetite, if man can't mount, 1222 
He z descend. He starves on the pos 5est. 
Hence, the world's master, from ambition's spire, 
In Caprea plung'd ; and div'd beneath the brute. 
In that ronk sty why wallow'd empire's son 
Supreme? Because he could no higher fly, 
His riot was ambition in despair. 
Old Rome consulted birds; Lorenzo! thou 
With more success, the flight of Hope survey; 
Of restless Hope, for ever on the wing. 
High-perch'd o'er ev'ry thought that falcon sits, 
To fly at all that riscs in her sight; 
And never stoohing, but to mount again 
Next moment, she betrays her aim's mistake, 
And owns her quarry lodg'd beyond the grave. 
There should it fail us, (it must tail us there, 
It Being fails) more mournful riddics rise, 
And /rrtre vies with Hope in mystery. 
Wiy LYirize? Where its praise, its being, fled? 
Virtue is true self-interest pursu'd : 
What true <clf-intercst of gzzte-mortal man? 
Vo close with all that makes him happy here. 
it Vice (as sometimes) is our friend on earth, 
hen Vice is Virtue; 'tis our $0V'rergn good. 
in c&//-applanse is Virtue's golden prize 
Ng self. „ pptuuse attends it on Y scheme; 
| Wacnce 
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Whence self-applause > From conscience of tlic 
right ? 
Ani what is right, but means of happiness ? 
No mcans of h: appincss W hen Yirtue yields, 
That basts failing, falls the building tos, 
And lays in ruine every virtuous joy. 
The rigid guardian of a blameless heart, 
So long rever'd, so long reputed wise, 
Is weak ; with rank Knight-errantries o'er- run. 
Why beats thy bosom with illustrious dreams 
Ot. «If-expcaure, laudable, and great? 
Ot gallant enterprize, and glorious death? 
Die tor thy counmry !—T hou romantic fool 
Seite, seie the plank thysclt, and let her sink: 
6 hy country! what to thee ? (I speak with aw. } 
Tue God-head, What? thu! de Should bid the 
It, with thy blood, thy fra! hope is spilt, | bleed? 
Nor can Ommniporcnce reward the blow, 
Be deaf; prescrve thy being; disobey, 
Nor 1s it disobedience: know Lorenzo ! 
_ Whatc'er th! 1/mizhty's subsequent command, 
11s first command 1s , , Man, love thysclt.“ 
In this alone, free-agents are xt free. 
}.x+4-tence is the basis, bltss the prize; 
If Yertue costs existence, 'tis a crime 
Bold violation of our Lew «Hþreme, 
Black suicide! tho' nations, Which consult 
Their gain, at thy expence, resound applause. 
Since Firime”s rec mpence is doubttul Are, 
If man dies wholly, * ell may we demand, 
Mhy is man zer d to be g good in vain? 
Wu to be good in vain is man 1njoin'd? 
Wh to br good in Van is man betray" 4 
Burray'd by truitors ledg'd in his own breast, 
} y see CUI mplacencics trum v irtuc felt? 
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Why whispers Nature lies on Virtue's part? 

Or it blind Ixgtindt (winch assumes the name 

Of sacred Conscience) plays the fool in man, 

Why Reason made accomplice in the cheat ? 

Why are the e75257 loudest in her praise? 

Can man by Reason's beam be led astray? 

Or, at his peril, zmtate his God? 

Since Virtue sometimes ruins us on earth, 

Or 49th are true; or, man survives the grave. 
Or man survives the grave, or own, Lorenzo, 

Thy boast supreme, a wild absurdity. 

Dauntless thy spirit; cowards are thy scorn. 

Grant man immortal. and thy scorn is just. 

The man immortal, ratz9nally brave, 

Dares rush on death, —because he cannot die. 

Bur if man loses all, when life is lost, 

He lives a coward, or a fool expires. 

A daring Intidel, (and such there are, 

From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge, 

Or pure heroical defect of thought) 

Of all Earth's madmen, most deserves a chain. 
When to the grave we follow the renown d 

For valour, virtue, science, all we love, 

And all we praise; for worth, whose noon-tide 

Enabling us to think in higher style, [beam 

Mends our ideas of ethercal pow'rs ; 

Dream we, that lustre of the moral world 

Goes out in $tench, and rottenness the close? 

Why was he wise to Au, and warm to prgtse, 

And strenuous to !ranscribe, in human life, 

The mind Almighty? Could it be, that fate, 

just when the lineamenes began to shinc, 

And dawn the Dezty, should snateh the draught, 


With night eternal blot it our, and give 


The skies alarm, lest angels too might die? 
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If human souls, why not angelic too 


Extinguish'd ? and a 5o/ttary God, 


Oc'r ghastly Ruin, frowning from his rhrone ? 
Shall we, this moment, gaze on God in man ? 
The next, lose man for ever in the dust? 
From dust we disengage, or man mzstakes ; 


And there, where least his judgment fears a flaw, 
WW:sdom and worth, how boldly he commend: ' 
Visdem and worth, are sacred names; rever'd, 


Where not embrac'd ; applauded! deify'd ! 


Why not compassion' d too? if spirits dic, 
Both are calamitics, inflicted both, 
To make us but more wretched: Wisdom's eye 


Acute, for what? to spy more mi3cries; 


And worth, so recompens'd, new pointstheirstings, 


Or man surmounts the grave, or gain is loss, 
And worth exalted les us the more. 
Thou wilt not patronizc a scheme that makes 


IWWeakness, and Fice, the refuge of mankind. 
* Has Virtue, then, no joys?''—Yes, joys deer. 
Talk nc'er so long, in this imperfect state, [. 


Virtue and Vice are at eternal war; 


Virtus a combat; and who fights for nought 


Or for precarious, or for small reward ? 
Who Virtuc's sclf-rcward so loud resound, 
Would take degrees angelic here below, 


And Virtue, while they compliment, betray, 


By feeble motives, and unfaithful guards; 


The crown, th' unfading crown, her soul inspires: 


Tis that, and that alone, can countervail 


The 4ody's treacheries, and the world's assauits; 
On Earth's poor pay, our famish'd Virtue dic, 


Truth incontestable ! in spite of all 


A Bliyle has preach'd, or a / 


* 


e believ'd. 


es: 
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In man the more we dive, the more we sce 
Heay'n's Signet stamping an zmmortal make. 
Dive to the bottom of his soul, the base 
dustaining all; what tind we? Knowledge, Love. 
As light, and heat, essential tothe sun, 

These to the soul. And why,” if souls expire ? 
How little lovely here ! How little known! 
Small Knowledge we dig up with endless toll ; 
And Love untuign'd may purchase perfect hate. 
Why 5tarv'd, on carth, our angel-appetites; 
While brutal arc indulg'd their fulsome fill? 
Were then capacities d4/V/xe conferr'd, 

A; a mock-diadem, in salvage sport, 

Rank insult of our pompous poverty, 

Which reaps but pain, from sceming claims so fair? 
In future age lies no redress ? And shuts 
Hternity the door on our complaint? 

It so, tor what strange ends were mortals made ? 
The worst to waZtl9w, and the best to weep ; 
The man who merits most, must most complain : 
Can we conceive a disregacd in Heaven, 

What the worst perpetrate, or best endure ? 

This cannot be. To ede, and &now, in man 
I; boundless appetite, and boundless pow r ; 

And these demonstrate boundlcss objects too. 
Objects, pow'rs, appetites, Heav'n suits in al! ; 
Nor, Nature thro', c'cr violates this sweet, 
Eternal concord, on her tunctul string. 

Is ax the sole exception from her laws? 
Fternity struck off from human hope, 

(1 peak with truth, but veneration too) 

Man is a monster, the reproach of Heav'n, 
Astain, a dark impenetrable cloud 

On Nature's beauteous aspect: and deforms, 
(Amazing blot ! ) deforms her with her Lord. 


It 
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If such is man's allotment, what is Heaven? 
Or, own the soul immortal, or blaspheme. 

Or own the soul immortal, or invert 
All order. Go, mock-majesty ! go, man! 
And bow to thy superiors of the stall; 
Thro' ev'ry scene of Sense superior far! 
They prazc the turf untill'd; they drink the stream 
Unbrew'd, and ever full, and un-embitter'd 
With doubts, fears, fruitless hopes, regrets, despuir*, 
Mankind's peculiar! Reason's precious dow'r ' 
No foreign clime /e ransack for their robes ; 
Nor brothers cite to the litigious bar: 
{heir good is good intire, unmixt, unmarr'd 
they tind a paradise in ev 'Ty field, 
On boughs forbidden where no curses hang : 
Their 77), no more than strikes the sense; unstretclu 


By previous dread, or murmur in the rear: A 
ien the wworst comes, it comes unfear' d; one An 

dt rok | Ea 
Begins, and ends, their woe: they die but once; 5 
Bent, incommunicable priviiege ! for which Ho 
Proud man, who rules the globe, and reads the stars, We 
Piulwopher, or hero, sighs in vain. Th. 

Account for this prerogative in brutes. Ane 
No day, no glimpse of day, to solve the Knot, Has 
Bur what bcains on it from Eternity. Lies 
Oele, and sweet solution! that unties bids 
The difficult, and softens the severe; vb 
The cloud on Nature's beautcous face dispels; LW kt 
Resrores bright order; casts the brute beneath: z Fit, 
And re-inthrones us in Supremacy Far 1 
Ot joy, ev'n here: admit immortal life, A, 
And Virtue is 477g ht-errantry no more; The 
Each Firtue brings in hand a golden, dow'r, At u 
Far richer in reversion: Hope exults ; Cre . 
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And tho“ much bitter in our cup is thrown, 
Predominates, and gives the taste of Heav'n. 
© wherefore is the Deity so kind? 
Astonishing beyond astonishment ! 
Heav'n our reward—tor Heav'n enjoy 'd below. 
Still unsubdu'd thy stubborn heart ! for chere 
The traitor lurks, who doubts the truth I eing. 
Reason is guiltless; Madl alone rebels. 
What, in that stubborn heart, it 1 should find 
New, unexpected witnesses against thec ? 
Ambition, Pleasure, and the Love of Gain ! 
5 vp thou suspect that ese, which make the soul 
bes/ave of Earth, ould own her Aer of Heav'u? 
* t thou suspect what makes us de 
Our immortality, should prove it gare? 
First, then, Ambition summon to the bar. 
Ambition's $shame, EXIYAVAZ ANCE, digg ust, 
And znextinguishable nature, speak. 
dach much deposes; hear them in their turn. 
Thy soul, how passionately fond of Tae 
How anxious, * fond passion to conccal! 
We blush, detected in designs on praise, 
Tho' tor best deeds, and from the best of men; 
And why? Because immortal. Art divine 
Has made the dody tutor to rhe soul; 
Aear'n Kindly gives our blood a moral flow 
Dis it ascend che glowing check, and there 
Vpbraid that little heart's inglori- dus aim, 
W. ich troops to court a character from man z 
Wille o'er us, in tremendous judgment, sit 
ir more than man, with endless praise and blame. 
Amnbion's bound/ess appetite vut-spoaks 
The 1 verdict of its fame. When souls take fire 
Ab 12h prexumptions of their own dosert, 
Ce 4ge 15 poor ppc; the mighty shout, 


he 
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The thunder by the hving few begun, 


Late time must echo; worlds unborn, cesound. 


We wish our names eternally to live: 


Wild dream! which ne'er had haunted human 
Had not our natures been eternal too [ thought, 


Inatiact points out an int'rest in hereafter; 
But our blind Reason sees not where it lies; 


Or, sceing, gives the substance for the shade. 


Fame is the shade of Immortality, 
And in itself a shadow. Soon as caught, 


Contenin'd ; it shrinks to nothing in the grasp. 


Consult th' ambitious ; 'tis Ambition's curc. 


« And is this all?“ cry'd Ce#sar at his height, 
Disgusted. This third proof Ambition brings 


Of unmortality, The tirst in fame, 
Observe him ncar, your envy will abate: 
Sham'd at the disproportion vast, between 
The passion, and the purchase, he will s1gh 
At guch $uccess, and blush at his renown. 
And why? Because tar richer prize invites 
His heart; far more illustrious glory calls; 
It calls in Whispers, yet the deatest hœar. 
And can Ab a forrth proot supply 
It can, and stronger than the former three; 
Yet quite o'er-look'd by some reputed wise. 
Tho' disappointments in ambition paz, 


And tho' success d/sgrsts, yet still, Lorenzo ! 
In vam we strive to pluck it from our hearts; 


By Nature planted for the noblest ends. 
Absurd the fam'd advice to Pyrrhus givin, 


More prais'd than ponder'd, specious, but unsounC: 
Sooner that hcro's sword the world had quelt'«!, 
Than Reason, his ambition. Man uus coar 


An obstinate activity within, 
An insuppressive ping, will toss him up 


a. 
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In spite of Fortrne's load. Not kings alone, 

Each villager has his ambition too; 

No sultan prouder than his fetter'd slave: 

Slaves build their little Babylons of straw, 

Echo the proud A455 1rr/an, in their hearts, 

And cry, —* Behold rhe wonders of my miglit!“ 

And why? Because 79:m9rtal as their lord; 

And soul, immortal must for ever heave 

Ar something great; the glitter, or the gold; 

The praise of: ortals, or the praise of Heav'n. 
Nor absolutely vain is human praise, 

Mähen human 1s supported by drvine. 

I'll introduce Lorenzo to himself; 

Pleacure, and Pridey(bad masters! )Jshare our hearts. 

love of Pieasur is ordain'd to guard 

:\nd feed our bodies, and extend our race; 

The love of Prazse is planted to protect, 

and propegate the glories of the mind. 

hat is it, but the love of Pratsc, inspires, 

Natures, reines, embellishes, exalts, 

Farih's happiness? From that, the delicate, 

Phe grand, the marvellous, of civil lifc. 

Fant and Convenience, under-workers, lay 

the basis, on which Love of Glory builds. 

Nor is thy life, OV tue less in debt 

To praise, thy sceret-stimulating friend. 

Were man not π ed, what merit should we mis» ? 

Pride made the virtucs of the Pagan world. 

Praise is the salt that scasons vt to man, 

And whets his appetite tor oral good. 

Thirst of applause 1s Virtue's s2cond guard 

Rect her Hirst; but Reason wants an aid; 

Our private reuson & a flatterer ; 

Jlürst of applause calls pubic judgment in, 

10 pul>e Our Oden, do Keep all CYCL scale, 


2 And 


* 
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And give endanger'd Virtue fairer play. 
Here a fifth proof arises, stronger still: 
Why this so nice construction of our hearts; 
These delicate moralities of sex+/ ; 
This constitutional reserve of aid 
Jo succour Virtue, when our Reason fails; 
If Virtue, kept alive by care an toil, 
And, oft, the mark of injuries on Earth, 
When labour'd to maturity, (its bill 
Of disciplines, and pains, unpaid) must die ? 
Why treighted-rich, to dash against a rock ? 
Were man to perish when most tit to live, 
O how mis-spent were all these stratagems, 
By skill divine inwoven in our frame 
Where 1s Heav'n's holiness and mercy fled ? 
Laughs Heav'n, at once, at Virtus, and at mar? 
If not, why that discourag'd, ths dostrov'd ? 
Thus far Ambition. What says Avarice 7 
This ker chief maxim, which has long been 747m, 
„The wie and wealthy are the same.''—lI gran: it, 
To store up treasure, with incessant toil, 
1% is man's province, ths his highest pratse. 
To this great end keen Ixstint stings him on. 
To guide that instinft, Reason is thy charge; 
"Tis thine to tell us where rue treasure lies: 
But Reason failing to discharge her trust, 
Or to the deaf discharging it in vain, 
A blunder follows, and blind Ind:stry, 
Gall'd by the spur, but stranger © the course, 
(The course where stakes of more than gold are wor, 
O'er-loading, with the cares of distant age, 
The jaded spitits of the present hour, 
Provides for an eternity belovs. 
„Thou shalt not covet,“ a wise command; 
But bounded to the wealth tac sun surveys: 
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Look farther, the command stands quite revers'd, 
And ele is a virtue most divine. 
Is /arth a refuge for our happness ? 
Alot surè: and is it not for reas9? too? 
Nothing r, world unriddles, but the At. 
he nce ind xtinguishable thirst of gain? 
From inextin guishable life in man: 
Man, it not meant, by * orch, to reach the Lies, 
Had wamed wing to fly & far in il. 
dur; rape 8 1 grant, ambòition, avaricez 
et stille tl we root is zmortality. 
{ eve its wild growths <0 bitter, and so base, 
Pain and re proach ) Religion can reclaim, 
Nein by exalr, throw down Their pois' nous lee, 
\nd make them ee in the bowl of ss. 
Eee, the Hiird tes laughs at bliss remote, 
und _ Lv promises an Eden here; 
Truth she shall speak tor once, tho' prone to lie, 
\ common cheat, and Pleasure is her name. 
AT pleasure never was Lorenz? deat ; 
then hear her now, now firs thy Mp friend. 
Since Nature made us not more fond than proud 
Ot ha pine „ hence hy; PUCTILES in joy, 
Makers of mürth! artificers of smiles 3 
Why should the joy most potznant SONIC affords, 
Buri us with blushes, and rebuke our pride 
These Heav 'n-born blushes tell us man desceuds, 
ven in the zenith of his ch bliss: 
Snould Re a50n rake her ntdel reposc, 
Tha i hunest 7n5t2n dt? peaks our lincage high; 
his in stinct calls on darkness to conccal 
Our rapturous relation to the Stalls. 
Our . r CoVers us with noble Shame, 
And ac thats unconfon mded, is unmann'd. 
48 Watt at bluches is not gu. te a brute. 
3 Thus 
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Thus far with thee, Lorenzo! will I close, 


| 
Pleasure is good, and man for pleasure made; N 
But pleasure full of glory as of joy ; 
Pleasure, which neither Zuse, nor expires. f 
The witnesses are heard, the cause is o'cr; ( 
Let Conscience file the sentence in her court, 1 
Dearer than deeds that half a realm convey ; 0 
Thus, scal'd by Truth, th' authentic record runs. 1 
« Know all; know, infidels,—unapt to know! \ 
« Tis Immortality your nature solves; 8 
« Tis Immortality decyphers man, \ 
« And opens all the mysteries of his make. R 
„% Without it, half his :»5{in&s are a riddle; 4 
« Without it, all his virtue are a dream. 
His very crimes attest his dignity ; 11 
His sateless thirst of pleasure, gold, and ſame, F 
« Declares him born for blessings 1nfinte ; \ 
„What less than infinite, makes un-absurd A 
© Pass1ons, which all on earth but more intlames ? A 
„Fierce passions, so mis-mœasur'd to is scene, | F 
„Stretch d out, like eagics wings, beyond our nut, A 
“Far, far beyond the worth of all below, Ce 
For earth too large, presage a nobler flighit, In 
% And evidence our title to the $4725,” 4 
Ye gentle theologues, of calmer kind! A. 
Whos: constitution diftates to your pen, Co 
Who, cold yourselves, think ardor comes from Hel! Ar 
Think not our passions from Corruption $ Tun, 7 
. Tho' to Corruption now they lend their Wings; 2h. 
* That is their mistress, not their mother. 1A a1 
1 (And justly) Keas9n deem divine: I Secs, ny 
1 I feel, a grandeur in the pass/975 too, 2 
44-44 Which speaks their high descent, and glorious end; 325 
| «a Which speaks them rays of an eternal fire. 181 
4 In paradise itself they burnt as strong, ar 
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Ere Adam fell; tho' wiser in their aim. 
Like the proud Fastern, struck by providence, 
What tho' our pass/9#5 arc run mad, and $toup 
With low, terrestrial appetite, to graze 
On trash, on toys, dethron'd from high desire“ 
Vet still, thro' their disgrace, no feeble ray 
Of greatness shines, and tells us whence they fel} : 
But ese, (like that fall'n monarch when reclaim'd) 
When Reason moderates the rem aright, 
Shall re-ascend, remount their former sphere, 
Where once they soar'd illustrious; ere seduc'd 
By wanton Eve's debauch, to strole on earth, 
And set the sublunary world on fire. 

But grant their frenzy lasts; their frenzy fails 
To disappoint one providential end, 
For which Heav'n blew up ardor in our hearts; 
Were Rea silent, boundless Patsion speaks 
A future scene of boundless , too, 
And brings glad tidings of eternal day. 
Eternal day! Tis that enlightens all; 
And all, by that enlighten'd, proves it sure. 
Consider man as an 1ammortal V8 
Intelligible, all; and all is great; 
A crystalline transparency prevails, 
And strikes full lustre thro the human sphere; 
Consider man as mortal, all is dark, 
And wretched ; Reason weeps at the survey. 
The learn'd Lorenzs cries, “ And let her weep, 
Weak, modern Reason; antient times were wise. 
Authority, that venerable guide, 
Stands on my part; the fam'd Athenian porch, 
(And who for wisdom so renown'd as they?) 
Deny'd this inmortality to man.” 
grant it; but affirm, they prov'd it too. 
A riddle this ! Have pa ience, I'll explain. 


What 
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What noble vanities, what moral flights, 
Glittering thro” their romantic wisdom's page, 
Make us, at once, despisc them, and admare ' 
Fable is flat to these high-scason'd sires; 

They leave th' extravagance of song below. 
„ Flcsh shall not feel; or, feeling, shall enjoy 
« The dagger, or the rack; to them, alike 
A bed of roses, or the burning bull,” 
In men exploding all beyond the grave, 
Strange doctrine, this! As dhe ne it was Strong, 
But not as prophecy; tor such it prov'd, 
And, to their own amazement, was fulfill'd: 
They feign'd a firmness Chris11ans need not fog 
The Cristian truly triumph'd in the flame 
The Stole saw, in double wonder lost, 
Wonder at them, and wonder at himself, 
Po find the bold adventures ot his thought 
Net bold, and that he strove to lie in vain. 
Whence, then, those thoughts? those tow ring 
thouglits, that flew 


Such monstrous heights — From fustindt, u. 


from pride. 

The glorious isi of a deathless soul, 
Confus'dly conscious of her dignity, 
Suggested truths, they could not understand. 
In Lust's dommion, and in Passen 5 stortin, 
1ruth's system broken, scatter d fragments lay, 
As light in chaos, glimm'ring thro' the gloum : 
Smit with the pomp of lofty sentiments 


Pleas'd Pride proclaim'd, what Reasor Qibe]ts 4 


Pride, like the Delphic prievtess, with a wel, 
Rav'd nonsense, destin'd to be future schse, 

When life 77zmortial, in full dav, Should Shine , 
And Death's dark shadows; tet the Guepil fun, 
They spoke, what rotting but rmrmiorral woul 


4 
we bs: 


THE IN FIDEL RECLAIM D. is 


- 
J 


Could speak ; and thus the truth they question'd, 
prov d. 

Can then abs ditits, as well as crimes, 
Speak man 192mvrtal ? All things speak him so. 
Mu ch has been urg'd; and dost thou call for more? 
Call; and with endle ss questions be distrest, 

All unresolreable, if earth is all. 

« Why life. a moment; infinite, desire? 
Our w ieh, eternity; our home, the grave : ? 
© Heavn's promise dormant lies in human hnpe. 
Who wishes lite immortal, proves it too. 
«Why happiness pursu'd, tho' never found? 
Man's thirst of happiness declares 7 75, 

{Four Nature never gravitates to nought 30 
TI nat thirst unquencht declares 1t 1s not here. 
„My Lucia, thy Clar:s5a, call to thought; 
* hy cordial free ndship riveted $9 deep, 
ns As, hearts to pierce at first, at parting, rend, 
y „If friend, and friendship, vanish in an hour ? 
| Js not this torment in the mask of joy ? 
« Why by reflection marr'd the joys of sex5- ? 
« Why pa ﬆ and future, preying on our hearts, 
« And putting all our Mr esent joys to death ? 
„ Why labours Reason! Iustinet were as well; 
Instinct, far better; what can c/use, can err; 
O how infallible the thoughtless brute ! 
Twere well his „ll uess were half as sure. 
© Reason with inclination, why at war? 
* Why sense of g117t? Why conscience up in arms?“ 
Conscience of guilt, is prophe cy of pain, 
And bosom-council to decline the blow. 
Reason with inclination ne'er had jarr'd, 
It nothing future paid forbearance here. 
Thus on—these, and a thousand pleas uncall'd 
All yromise, some ensure, à second scene; 
551 Wiüch, 
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Which, were it doubtful, would be dearer far 
Than all things else most certain; were it far, 
What truth on varth so precious as the lic ? 

1his world it gives us, let what will ensue; 
This world it gives, in that high cordial, 4%; 
The future of the present is the soul; 


How /s life groans, when scver'd from the x c.x7 / 


Poor, mutilated wretch, that disbelieves ! 
By dark distrust his being cut in two, 

In 5th parts perishes ; life void of joy, 
dad prelude of eternity in pain! 


- 


Cauldst thou persuade me, the next life could fat! 


Our ardent wishes ; how should I pour out 
My bleeding heart in anguish, ew, as deep! 


Oh!? with what thoughts, thy %%, and my deal, 


Abhorr'd annihilation! blusts the soul, 

And wide- extends the bounds of human woc 
Could I believe Lorexzo's tem true, 

In is black channel would my ravings run. 


rief from the future borrow 'd peace, ere- 


© while. 
« The future vanisht ! and the present pan'd / 
Strange import of unprecedented ill! 
« Fall, how profound! Like Luci fer's, the fall" 
all, how profound! Like Lucifer's, the ta 
„ Uncqual fate! His fall, without his guilt! 
« From where fond Hope built her pavilion high 


« The gods among, hurl'd headlong, hurl'd at once 


« Tonight! to nothing! darker still than night, 


If 'twas a dream, why wake me, my worst tes, 


« [yroato boastful of the name of friend! 
« O for delusion! O for crror still! 


Could vengeance strike much stronger, than tv 
« A thinking being in a world like this, [ plant 


La 


Not over-rich before, now beypar'd quite; 


More curs than at the fall - he sun ges out 
Ih. 
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4 The thorns shoot up! What thorns in ev'ry 
„thought 

« Why sense of better? It imbitters worse. 

Why sense? why lite? if but to sgh, then sink 

To what I was / Tro“ ce nothing ! and much woc! 

* Woe, from Hcav n'> boi ntics ! woe, trom whit 
Was wont 

TVo flatter most, high 7!c7:2fual powy're, 

« Thought, Virtue, Knowledge blessings, by 
« thy scheme, 

All poison d into pains. First, Knowedge, once 

« My soul's amb: tion, now her greatest Creed. 

To know my „e, true wisdom Sao: to Stun, 

That shocking science, parent of despulr ! 

Avert thy mirror ; it ] sce, - die. 

Auro t: Creator? climb his blest abode 

B35 paint tu! »peculation, TE the vu, 

« Dive in his nature, read his attributes, 

And gaze in admiration——on #2 for, 

Obtrudins lite, with-holding happiness ? 

From the full rivers that surround his throne, 

Not le ring fall one drop of joy on man; 

Man gasping for one drop, that he might Ccas: 

„To curse his birth, nor envy reptiles more ? 

„Me sable clouds! ye darkest snades of night 

„Hide m, for ever hide him, from my thought, 

Once all my comtort ; source, and soul of joy | 

Now leagu'd with furics, and with Ae against me. 

8 Know his achIeVements i Study his renow 1: ? 

* Contemplare this amazing universe, 

* Dropt from his hand, with nuracles replete ? 

« For what? mid miracles of Hy name, 

* To tind one miracle of m:sery ? 

* To find the being, which alone can now, 

And Vr 4% his works, a blemish on his praise“ 


« 'Thro' 
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« Thro' Nature's ample range, in thought, to rule, 
And start at man, the single mourner there, 
« Breathing high hope! chain'd down to pang, 
and death? 
% Knowing is suff ring: and shall Yirtre hare 

« The sigh of Knowledge F Virtue Shares the sig 
« Bystraining up the $teep of ect, 

** By battles tought, and from ?empration won, 

* What gains she, but the pang of sceing worth, 
« Angelic worth, soon, shuffled in the dark | 
« With ev'ry vice, and swept to brutal dust? 
« Merit is madness; virtue is a crime; 

A crime to Keason, if it costs us pain 

« Unpaid: what pain, amidst a thousand more, 
To think the most abandon'd, after days 

Of triumph o'er their betters, find in death 
As soft a pillow, nor make fouler clay 

„ Duty ! Religion These, our duty done, 

« Imply reward. Religion is mistake. 

Duty /— There's none, but to repel the cheat. 

« Ye cheats! away; ye daughters of my pride 
Who feign yourselves the fav "rites of the Kies 

« Ye tow'ring hopes! abortive energics ' 

„That toss, and struggle in my /y/ng breast, 

« To scale the skies, and build precumptions there. 
« As I were heir of an -terxzty. 

Vain, vain ambitions! trouble me no more. 

« Why travel far in quest of sure detcat ? 

As bounded as my being, be my wish. 

« All inverted, Wisdom is a fool. 

« Sense! take the rein; blind Passi drive us cn: 
« And, Iexorance! befriend us on our way; 

« Ye ev, but /ruest patrons of our peace 

« Yes; give the palse full empire; live the 78, 

„ dince, as tlie brute, we die. The sum of man. 


* { }; 
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« Of godlike man ! to revel, and to rot. 
„ But not on equal terms with % r brutes : 
* Their revels a more poignant relish yield, 
« And safer too; they never poisons chuse. | meals, 
« [nstintt, than Reason, makes more wholsome 
And sends all- -marring murmur far away. 
« For sensndl life they best philosopluze; 
« Thetrs, that Serene, the sages sought in vain: 
«Tis man alone expostulatcs with Heav'n; 
« His, all the pow'r, and all the cause, to mourn. 
% Shall yuman eyes alone dissolve in tears? 
6 28 bleed, in anguish, none but human hearts? 
© The wide-stretcht realm of intellectual woe, 
60 1 Sensual far, is all our own. 
« In /zfe so fatally distinguisht, why 
Cast in one lot, confounded, lumpt, in Death ? 
© Erc yet in being, was mankind in guilt ? 
« Why thunder'd this peculiar clause against us, 
« A/l-mortal, and all-wretched !—Have the skies 
Reasons of state, their subjects may not scan, 
« Nor umb ly reason, when they Sorely $1gh ? 
« All-mortal, and all-wretched. !—'Tis too much 
& Un; parallell d in nature: tis too much 
On being wnrequested at thy hands, 
Omni potent for I see nought but poww'r. 
„And why sce that? why Thought To toil, 
and cat, 
« Then make our bed in darkness, needs no 
„What superfluities are reas ag souls! [ thought, 


Oh give eternity! or thought destroy. 


© But without thought our curse were half unfelt ; 

« Its blunted edge would spare the throbbin heart, 

« And, therefore, tis bestow'd. I thank thee, 

For aiding Life's too small calamities, [Reason 

And giv ing being to the dread of Death. : 
« Suck 
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« Sc} are thy bountics !— Was it then too much 
For ane ꝙ trespass on the brutal rights ?. 
« Foo much for Hen M to make one emmet more? 
« Tov much for c/avs to permit my mass 
A longer stay with essences unwrought, 
40 Ur d, untormenred into man ? 
«© Wretched preferment to this round of pains ! 
*« Wretched capacity of frenzy, Thought ! 
* Wretched capacity of dying, Lie. / [ revolt!) 
* Life, Thought, Worth, Wisdom, all (Oh foul 
* Once friends to peace, gone over to the foe, 
„ Death, then, has chang' d its nature too: 0 
„Death! 
Come to my bosom, thou best gift of Heav'n 
gest friend of man! since man is man no more. 
„ Why in this thorny dern s5 $0 long, 
Since there's no prom?s'd land' 5s ambrovial bow 'r, 
To pay me with its honey for my stings? 
If needful to the selfish schemes of Hearn 
© Vo ting us sore, why mockt our miSCry ? 
„ \Why this $0 $Umptuous mult o'er our heads ? 
„Why this illustrious canopy display'd ? 
« Why so magnificently lodg'd Despair ? 
© At stated periods, SuUre-returning, roll 
« Thee grins rds, that moctals may compute 
« Their length of labours, and of pains ; nor lose 
„ | hoirmisery full measure? smiles with flowers, 
« And fruits promiscuous, ever-teeming Kurth, 
«© That man ma languish in Ir, scencs, 
« And in an Eden mourn his wither'd joys ? 
« Claim carth and skies man's admiration, due 
« For $2c/ delights * Blest animals ! ton wie 
«To wonder; and too h. appy to Compilautnn / 
„Our e decreed, demands a mourntul Kah 


* Why not a dungeon dark, tor the Condenn 
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„ Why not the dragon's subterrancan den, 
For man to howl in? Why not his abode, 
Of the same dismal colour with his fate? 


« A Thebes, a Babylon, at vast __— 


« Of time, toil, rreasure; art; for ow 


» and addcrs, 
11 


As congruous, as, for man, this lofty dome, 

« Which N proud thought, and Kindles 

« high desire; 

If, from her humble chamber in the dust, 

« While proud thought swells, and high desire in- 
„flames, 

« The poor worm calls us for her inmates there ? 

« And, round us, Death's incxorable hand 

Draws the dark curtain close ; undrawn no more. 

© Undrawn no more ?—Bchind the cloud vf 

Once, I beheld asun; asun which gilt | Deazh, 

That sable cloud, and turn'd it all to gold: 

How the grave 's alter'd ! fathomiless, as hell! 

« \ real hell to those, who dreamt of Heavy'n. 

Annihilation ! how it yawns before me! 

Next moment I may drop from thought, from 

The privilege of angels, and of wworms, [ 5ense, 

An outcast from existence! and this spirit, 

This all-pervading, this all- conscious soul, 

This particle of energy divine, 

Which travels nature, flics from star to star, 

And visits gods, and cmulates their pow'rs, 

% For ever is extinguisht, Horror! Death! 

Death of that death I feartess, once, Survey 'd,— 

When horror «ar;versal shall descend, an 

And Heauv'ns dark concave urn all human race, 

On that enormous, unrefunding tomb, 

How just this verse! this monumental sigh! 

Beneath the lumber of demelisht worlds, 

Deep 1 the rubbish of the ren ral wreak, 
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Swept ignomrinious to the common mass 
Of matter, newer dignify'd with life, 
Here lie proud Rationals; the sons of Heawv'n! 
The lords of earth ! the property of worms ! 
Brings of yesterday, and no to-morrow ! 
Win liv'd in terror, and in pangs expir'd! 
A gone to rot in chaos; or, to make 
Their happy transit into blocks, or brutes, 
Nor longer sully their Creator's name. 
Lorenzo] hear, pause, ponder, and pronounce, 
Juxt is this history? If ue is man, 
Mankind's historian, tho' divine, might weep. 
And dares Lorengo smile -I know thee proud 
For once let Pride befriend thee ; Pride looks pale 
At such a scene, and sighs for something more, 
Amid thy boasts, presumptions, and displays, f 
And art thou then a shadow? less than shade? \ 
A nothing? less than nothing? to have been, 0 
And not to be, is lower than unborn. * 
Art thou amb-itious? why then make the worm 1 
N 
4 
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tb MAC . ic 


„ 2 2a 


Thine equal? Runs thy taste of pleasure high? 
Why patronize sure death of ev'ry joy ? 
Charm riches ? why chuse begg'ry in the grave, 


Of ev'ry hope a bankrupt! and for ever ? A 
Ambition, Pleasure, Avarice, persuade thee F. 
To make that world of glory, rapture, wealth, FF} 
They © lately prov'd, thy soul's supreme desire. 

What art thou made of? rather, how unmadc : T 
Great Nature's master-appetite destroy'd ! BY 
Is endless life, and happiness, despis'd ? 0 
Or both wisht, here, where neither can be found? In 
Such man's perverse, eternal war with Heav'n A 
Dar'st thou persist? and is there nought on carth, W 

D; 


* In the Sixth Night. 
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But a long train of transitory forms, 

Rising, and breaking, millions in an hour? 
Bubbles of a fantastic Deity, blown up 

In sport, and then in cruclty destroy'd ? 

Oh! for what crime, unmerciful Lorenzo! 
Destroys thy scheme the <vhole of human race? 
Kind 1s fell Luciſer, compar'd to thee : 

Oh! sparc this waste of being half divine ; 

And vindicate th' oconomy of Heav'n. 

Heavy'n is all love; all joy in giving joy; 
it never had created, but tv bless : 

And shall it, then, strike off the list of life, 
A being blest, or worthy 59 to be? 
Hecav n Starts at an annililatiny God, 

Is that, all Nature starts at, thy desire? 
Art such a clod to wish thysclt all clay ? 
What is that dreadful wish: — The dying groan 
Of Nature murder'd by the blackest guilt. 
What deadly poison has thy nature drank ? 
Toy Nature undebaucht no shock so great ; 
Nature's firs wish is exdless happiness ; 
dnniilation is an atter-thought, 

A monstrous wish, unborn till Virtue dies. 
And oh! what depth of horror lics inclos'd ! 
For non- existence no man ever wisht, 

But, first, he wisht the Dezty destroy'd. 

If so; what words are dark enough to draw 
Thy picture true? the darkest are too fair. 
Bencath what balcful planet, in what hour 
Of desperation, by what fury's aid, 

In what infernal posture of the soul, 

All Hell invited, and all Hell in joy, 

At such a birth, a birth so near of kin, 

Did thy Soul fancy whelp so black a scheme, * 
Q 3 
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Of 49þzs abortive, faculties half-blown, 
And Deities begun, reduc'd to dust? 

There's nought, (thou sayst) but one eternal 
Of feeble essences, tumultuous driv'n [flux 
Thro' Time's rough billows into Night's abyss. 
Say, in this rapid tzde of human ruin, 

Is there no rock, on which man's tossing thought 
Can rest from terror, dare his fate survey, 

And boldly think it 59-mething to be born? 

Amid such hourly wrecks of being fair, 

Is there no central, all-sustaining base, 
All-realuing, all-conneCfting pow'r, 

Which, as it call'd-forth all things, can recal, 
And force destruction to refund her spoil * 
Command the grave, restore her taken prey? 
Bid Death's dark vale its human harvest yield, 
And earth, and ocean, pay their debt of man, 
True to the grand deposit trusted there ? 

Is there no potentate, whose out-stretcht arm, 
When rip'ning time calls forth th' appointed hour, 
Pluckt from foul Devastation's famisht ma, V 
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Binds present, past, and future, to his throne ? Se 
His throne, how glorious, thus divinely grac'd, T 
By germinating beings clust'ring round, A 
A garland worthy the Divinity! 01 
A throne, by Heav'n's Omnipotence in smiles, Ce 
Built, (like a Pharos tow ring in the waves, ) R. 
Amidzt immense efti:s1ons of his love, A 
An ocean of communicated bliss. It 

An all-prolific, all-preserving Cd! 6. 
This were a God indeed, - And such ig man A 
As here presum'd: he rises from his fall. Be 
Think's thou Omnipotence a naked root, Fr 
Euch blossem fair of Derty destroy d? G] 


Nothing 
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Nothing is dead; nay, nothing sleeps; each soul 


That ever animated human clay, 

Now wakes; is on the wing: and where, O where, 

Will the swarm settle? —when the trumpet's call, 

As sounding brass, collects us, round Heay 'n's throne 

Conglob'd, we bask in everlasting day, 

(Paternal splendor!) and adhere for ever, 

Had not the soul this outlet to the skies, 

In this vast vessel of the universe, 

How should we gasp, as in an empty void! 

How in the pangs of famisht Hope expire! | 
How bright zk4/s prospect shines! how gloomy 

A trembling world! and a devouring God ! | thine! 

Earth, but the shambles of Omnipotence ! 

Heaw'n's face all stain'd with causless massacres 

Of countless millions, born to feel the pang 

Of being ist. Lorenzo can it be? 

This bids us shudder at the thoughts of Life. 

Who would be born to such a phantom world, 

Where nought substantial, but our misery ; 


Where joy (if joy) but heightens our distress, 


So soon to perish, and revive no more; 

The greater 5zch a joy, the more it pains : 

A world, where dark, mysterious vanity 

Of gd and i, rhe distant colours blends, 
Contounds all Reason, and all Hope destroys; 
Reason and Hope, our sole asylum here ! 

A world, so far from great, (and yet how great 
It hincs to thee ?) there's nothing real in it; 
Being, ashadow ! conscrousness, a dream! 
A dream, how dreadful! universal blank 
Before it, and behind! poor man, a spark 
From non- existence struck by wrath divine, 
Glitt'ring a moment, nor that moment Sure, 
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'Midst upper, nether, and surrounding Maut, 

His sad, sure, sudden, and eternal tomb? 
Lorenzo dost thou feel these arguments ? 

Or is there nought but vexgeance can be felt? 

How hast thou dar'd the Dezty dethrone ? 

How dar'd indict him of a world like this? 

It such the world, creation was a crime; 

For what is crime, but cause of miscry ? 

Retraet, blasphemer ! and unriddle ts, 

Of endless arguments above, below, 

Without us, and within, the short result,— 


man's immortal, there's a God in Heaven.“ 


But whereforc such redundancy ? such waste 
i argument ? one sets y souh at rest; 
One obvious, and at hand, and, Oh fſ—at heart. 
So just the skies, Philaunder's lite s pain'd, 
His heart so pure; dt, or gucceeding scenes 
Have palms to give, or nc'cr had he been born. 


« Nat an old tale is this!) Lorenzo cries.— 


I grant this argument is old; but truth 

No years impair ! and had not this been true, 
Thou never hadst despis' dit for its age. 
#ruth is immortal as thy sou; and fable 

As fleeting as thy joys: be wise, nor make 


{{cayn's highest bléessing, vengcance; O be wit 
— — , 


Nor make a curse of mortality. 


day, know'st thou what 27 is ? or what tou art ? 
Eno st thou th' wiportan of à soul immortal? 


BEehold this midniglhit glory; worlds on worlds ! 


Amazing pomp ! RedouLic thts amaze ; 


Ten thousand add; add twice ten thousand more; 
Then weigh thc whole * ONE SOUL GUMNWELTHS LEW) all; 


And calls tht astolsiung Tragic he 
Ot wnntell; rent Criation poor. 
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For this, believe not m#; no nan believe; 
Trust not in words, but deeds; and deeds no less 
Than those of the Supreme; nor his, a few; 
Consult them all; consulted, all proclaim 
Thy soul's importance: tremble at thyself ; 

For whom Omnifotence has wak'd so long: 
Has wak'd, and work'd, for ages; from the birth 
Of Nature, to this uxbeliewving hour. 

In this small province of his vast domain, 

(All Nature bow, while J pronounce his name ! ) 

What has God done, and not for this sole end, 

To rescue souls from Death? The $0u!'s high price 

Is writ in all the conduct of the skies. 

The souls high price is the creation's key, 

Unlocks its mysterics, and naked lays 

The genuine cause of ev'ry deed divine: 

That is the chain of ages, which maintains 

Their obvious correspondence, and unites 

Most distant periods in one blest design: 

That is the mighty hinge, on which have turn'd 

All revolutions, whether we regard 

The nat'rul, civil, or religious, world; 

The former two, but servants to the third: 

To that their duty done, they both expire, 

Their mass new-cast, forgot their deeds renown'd; 

And angels ask, “ Where once they shone 50 fair? 

Po litt us from ns abject, to sublime; 

This flux to permanent; this dark to day 

This foul to pure; this turbid to serene; 

This mean to mighty !—tor / glorious end 

Th' Almighty, rising, his long Sabbath broke 

The world was made; was ruin'd; was restor'd 

Laws from the Se were publish'd ; were repeal'd; 

On Farth kings, kingdoms rosc ; kings, kingdoms 

Fam'd sages liptucd up the Pagan world; | fell; 
Prophets 
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Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance 
Thro' distant age; saints travell'd; martyrs bled 
By wonders sacred Nature stood controul'd ; 
The living were translated; dead were rais'd ; 
Angels, and more than angels, came from Heav'n ; 
And, oh! for this, descended lower still; 
Gilt was Hell's gloom z astonisht at his guest, 
For one short moment Luc: fer ador'd: 
Lorenzo ! and wilt thou do less: — For this, 
That hallow'd page, fools scoff at, was inspir'd, 
Of all these truths thrice-vencrable code! 
Detsts! perform your quarantine $5 and then, 
Fall prostrate, ere you touch it, lest you die. 

Nor less intensely bent 2 rn, pow 'rs 
To mar, than those of / gt, this end to gain. 
O what a scene is here !—Lorenzs! wake; 
Rise to the thought; exert, expand, thy soul 
To take the vast idea: it denies 
All else the name of great. Two warring worlds 
Not Europe against Afric ; warring worlds, 
Of more than mortal ! mounted on the wing! 
On ardent wings of energy, and zcal, 
High-hov'ring o'er this little brand of strife! 
This sublunary ball.—But strife, for what? 
In their own cause contitgting ? No; in %u, 
In man's. His single int' rest blows the flame, 
His the sole stake; his fate the trumpet sounds, 
Which kindles war immortal. How it burns 
Tumultuous swarms of Deities in arms ! 
Force force opposing, till the waves run high, 
And tempest Nature's universal sphere. 
Such opposites eternal, stedfast, stern, | 
Such focs implacable, arc good and 71; [ them. 
Yet man, vain man! would mediate peace between 


Think 
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Think not this fiction. There was war in 
« Heav'n.” 

From Heav'n's high crystal mountain where it hung, 
Th' Almighty's outstrecht arm took down his bow; 
And shot his indignation at the Jeep : 
Re-thunder'd Hell, and darted all her fires— 
And scems the stake of little moment still! 
And slumbers an, who singly caus'd the storm ? 
He sleeps. And art thou shockt at mysteries ? 
The greatest, thou. How dreadful to reflect, 
What ardor, care, and counsel, mortals cause 
In breasts divine ! how little in their own ! 

Where-c'er I turn, how new proofs pour upon 
How happily this wond'rous view supports (me 
My former argument! how strongly $7ri#es 
Immortal Life's full demonstration, kere! 
Why this exertion ? why this strange regard 
From Heav'n's Omnipotent indulg'd to man !— 
Because, in man, the glorious, dreadful pow'r, 
Extremely to be pain d, or blest, for ever, 
Duration gives importance; swells the price. 
An angel, if a creature of a day, 
What would he be? A trifle of no weight; 
Or stand, or fall; no matter which; he's gone. 
Because immortal, therefore is indulg'd | 
This strange regard of Deities to qust. ſeyes: 
Hence, Hcav'n looks down on earth with all her 
Hence, the soul's mighty moment in her sight: 
Hence, ev'ry soul has partizans above, 
And ev'ry thought a critic in the skies: 
Hence, clay, vile clay ! has angels for its guard, 
And ev'ry guard a passion for his charge: 
Hence, from all age, the cabinct divine 
Has held high counscl o'er the fate of man. 

Nor have the clouds those gracious counsels hid. 

| Angels 
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Angels undrew the curtain of the throne, 
And Providence came forth to meet mankind : 
In various modes of emphasis, and awe, 
He spoke his will, and trembling Nature heard; 
He spoke it loud, in thunder, and in storm. 
Witness, thou S/zaz Whose cloud-cover'd height, 
And shaken basis own'd the present God : 
Witness, ye 6:/lows! whose returning tide, 
Breaking the chain that fasten'd it in air, 
Swept Egypt, and her menaccs, to Hell: 
Witness, ye flames! th' Assyrian tyrant blew 
To sev'nfold rage, as impotent, as strong: 
And thou, Earth ! witness, whose expanding jaw 
Clos'd o' er Presumption s sacrilegious sons: 
Has not each element, in turn, $ubscrib'd 
The Soul's high price, and sworn. it to the wise? 
Has not flame, ocean, ther, earthquake, strovo 
To strike this truth, thro' adamantine man? 
If not all-adamant, Lorenzo! hear, 
All is delusion, Nature 15 wrapt up 
In tenfold night, from Reasons keenest eve; 
There's no consistence, meaning, plan, or end, 
In all bencath the sun, in all above, 
As far as man can neretrate) or Heav'n 
Is an immense, ine<unable prize; 
Or all is nothing, or that prize is all.— 
And shall each 7% be still a match for Heay en? 
And full equivalent for groans below? 
Who would not give a trifle to prevent 
What he would give a thousand worlds to cave?! 
Lorenzo! thou hast scen (if thine to sce ) 
All Nature, and her Gad, (by Nature's course, 
And Nature's course control ud) declare for me 
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The skies above proclaim “immortal man! 

And, “man immortal] all below resounds. 

The world's a system of theology, 

Read, by the greatest strangers to the schools; 

If honest, learn'd; and rages o'er a plough. 

Is not, Lorenzo! then, impos'd on thee 

This hard alternative; or, to renounce 

Thy reason, and thy sense; or to believe? 

What then is wnbel:ef ? "Tis an exploit; 

A strenuous enterprize: to gain it, man 

Must burst thro' ev'ry bar of common sense, 

Of common shame, magnanimously wrong; 

And what rewards the sturdy combatant ? 

His prize, Repentance; Infamy his crown. 
But wherefore, [nfamy — For want of worth 

Down the stet p precipice of rang he slides, 

There's nothing to support him in the r/g At. 

Faith in the future wanting, is, at least 

In embryo, ev'ry weakness, ev'ry guilt z 

And strong temptation ripens it to %. 

Tf us life's gain invites him to the deed, 

Why not his country sold, his father slain? 

'Tis virtue to pursue our good supreme; 

And his supreme, his e good is ere. 

Ambition, av'rice, by the wise disdain'd, 

Is perfect 215 dom, while mankind are f090/7;, 

Aud think a turk, or tombstone, covers all; 

Lese find employment, and provide for sens 

A richer pasture, and a larger range 

And Sense by right divine ascends the throne, 

When Reason's prize, and prospect is no more ; 

Firtue no more we think the will of Heaven; 

Would Heav'n quite beggar Virtue, if belov'd 2 
„las Virtue charms ?''—lI grant her heav'nly 

But it un-portion'd, all will Ia Tct wed;  [fair; 
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Tho' that our admiration, %s our choice. 
The virtues grow on immortality ; 

That root destroy'd, they wither and expire. 
A Dei believ'd, will nought avail ; 

Rewards and punishments make God ador'd 
And kepes and fears give Conscience all her pow'r. 
As in the dying parent dies the child, 

Firtue, with Immortality, expires. 

Who tells me he denies his soul immortal, 
Whate'er his boast, has told me, he's a knave. 
His duty tis to love himself alone, 

Ner care tho' mankind perish, if he smiles. 
Who thinks ere loug the man shall wwho/y die, 
Is dead already; nought but brrte curvives. 

And are there such? Such candidates there are 
For more than death; for utter loss of being; 
Being, the basis of the De!ty / 

Ask you the cause? The cause they will not tell; 
Nor zeed they: Oh the sorceries of Sen 

{hey work this transformation on the Sul, 
Dismount her like the serpent at the fall, 
Nismount her from her native wing, (which soar'd 
Ere-while ethereal heights) and throw her down, 
To lick the dust, and crawl in such a thought. 

Ts it in words to paint you? O ye fall'n 
Fall'n from the wings of Reas:n, and of Hope! 
Erect in stature, prone in appetite ! 

Patrons of pleasure, pesting into pain! 

Lovers of argument, averse to sense! 

Eoasters of liberty, fast-bound in chains! 

Lords of the wide creation, and the shame! 

More $erseless than th' wrrationals you £corn ? 
More gage than those you rule ! than those you privy, 
Far more wndone! O ye most infamous 

Of beings, from superior dignny | 
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Deepest in woe from means of boundless bliss ! 

Ye curst by blessings infinite ! because 

Most highly favour'd, most profoundly lost! 

Ye motly mass of coxtradiction strong 

And are you, too, convinc'd, your souls fly off 

In exhalation soft, and die in air, 

From the full flood of evidence against you ? 

In the coarse drudgeries, and sinks of sense, 

Your souls have quite worn out the make of Heay 'ny 

By vice new-cast, and creatures of your own : 

But tho' you can deform, you can't destroy; 

To curse, not uncreate, is all your pow'r. 
Lorenzo! this black brotherhood renounce; 

Renounce St. Evremont, and read St. Paul. 

Ere rapt by miracle, by Reason wing'd 

His mounting mind made long abode in Heav'n. 

This is freethinking, unconhn'd to parts, 

To send the soul, on curious travel bent, 

Thro' all the provinces of human thought, 

To dart her flight thro' the whole sphere of man: 

Of this vast universe to make the tour ; 

In each recess of space, and time, at home; 

Familiar with their wonders; diving deep; 

And, like a prince of boundless int'rests ere, 

Still most ambitious of the most remote z 

To look on Truth unbroken, and intire ; 

Truth in the system, the full orb; where truths 

By truths enlignten'd and sustain'd, afford 

An arch- like, strong foundation, to support 

Th' incumbent weight of absolute, complete 

Convifion ; here, the more we press, we stand 

More ſirm; who most examine most believe. 

Parts, like half-sentences, confound ; the 2vhole 

Conveys the sense, and God is understood; 
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Who not in fragments writes to human race 
Read his 2v/ole volume, sceptic ! then reply. 
This, this is thinking-free, athought that grasps 
Beyond a grain, and looks beyond an hour. 
Turn up thine eye, survey this midnight scenc; 
What are carth's kingdoms, to yon boundless orbs, 
Of human souls, one day, the destin'd range? 
And what yon boundless orbs, to godlike an? 
Those num'rous worlds that throng the firmament, 
And ask more space in Heav'n, can roll at large 
In man's capacious thought, and still leave room 
For ampler orbs; for ne creations, there. 
Can such a soul contract itselt, to gripe 
A point of no dimension, of no weight? 
It can; it does : the world is such a point, 
And, of that point, how small a part enslaves ! 
How small a part—of nothing, shall I say ? 
Why not? — Freuds, our chief treavure ! how 
they drop ! 
Lucia, Narcissa fair, Philander gone |! 
The grave, like fabled Cerberus, has op'd 
A triple mouth; and in an awful voice, 
Loud calls my soul, and utters all I sing. 
How the world falls to- pieces r. und about us, 
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy 
What says this transportation 2 my friends? 
It bids me love the place where now they dwell, 
And scorn this wretched spot, they leave so pour, 
Eternity 's vast 9cean hes before thee; 
There, there, Lorenzo ! thy Clarissa sails. 
Give thy mind sca-room ; Keep it wide of Earth, 
That rock of souls :77:2-29rta/;, cut thy cord, 
Weigh anchor, spread thy sails; call ev'ry wind; 
Eye thy great pole- star; make the land of Life. 
Two 
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Two kinds of life has double-natur'd man, 
And two of death; the last far more severe. 
Life animal is nurtur'd by the Sun; 

Thrives on his bounties, triumphs in his beams, 
Life rational subsists on higher food, 
Triumphant in /s beams, who made the day. 
When we leave that sun, and are left by ths, 
(The fate of all who die in stubborn guilt) 
"Tis utter darkness; strictly, double death. 
We X sink by no judicial stroke of Heav'n, 
But Nature's course; as sure as plummets fall. 
Since Gd, or man, must alter, ere they meet, 
(For light and darkness blend not in one sphere) 
Tis manifest, Lorenzo] who must change. 

If then, that double- death should prove thy lot, 
Blame not the bowels of the Deity; 
Man shall be blest, as far as man permzts. 
Not man alone, all rational, Heav'n arms 
With an illustrious, but tremendous, pow'r, 
To counter- act its own most gracious ends; 
And this, of strict necessity, not choice; 
That pow'r deny'd, men, angels, were no more, 
But passive engines, void of praise, or blame, 
A nature rational implies the pow'r 
Of being blest, or wretched, as we please; 
Else idle Reason would have nought to do; 
And he that would be barr'd capacity 
Of pain, courts incapacity of bliss. 
Heav'n ww1//s our happiness, a/llozvs our doom; 
Invites us ardently, but not compels; 
Heav'n but perszades, almighty man decrees ; 
Man is the maker of immortal tates. 
Man falls by man, if finally he falls ; 
And fall he mus, who learns from Deatk alone 
The dreadful secret, —that he {wes for ever, 

| R 3 Why 
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Why this to thee? thee yet, perhaps, in doubt 
Of second life: but wherefore doubtful still? 
Eternal Life is Nature's ardent wish; 
What ardendly we wish, we syn believe: 
Thy tardy fauh declares that wish destroy 
What has destroy'd it: — Shall I tell ther, hat! 
When fear d tie future, tis no longer wWisht, 
And win unwislit, we strive to disbelieve. 

« Thus Infuelity our guilt betrays.” 
Nor that the 11 7 Jetettion! blush, Lorenzo! 
Blush for hypocrisy, if not for guilt. 
Tue future fear? An infidel, and fear! 
Fear what? a dream? a ſable? — Ho thy dread, 
Unwilling evidence, and, therefore sten, 
Affords my cause an undesign'd support 
How disbeliefaffirms, what it denies ! 
% [t unarvares asserts immortal Life. — 
Surprising! Infidelity turns out 

creed, and a confers ion of our $115 < 
Apostates, thus, are orthodox divincs. 

Lorenzo! with Lorenzo clash no more; 
Nor longer a transparent vizor Wear. 
Think'st thou, KC gien only has her mask? 
Our intidels are Satan's hyporrites, 
Pretend the worst, and, at the bottom, Fail. 
When visited by tought, (thought 2% intrude ) 
Like him tney serve, they rrembie, and believe. 
Js there hypucrisy so foul as this? 
So fatal to the welfare of the world? 
Mat detestation, what contempt, their due 
And if unpaid, be thank'd for their escape 
That Christian candor they suv hard to scorn, 
If not for that asylum, they might find 
A hell on earth; nor 'scape a Werse Sb. 
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With insolence, and impotence of thought, 
Instead of racking fancy, to refute, 
R torm thy manners, and the truth 1. 
But shall 1 dare confess the dire result? 
Can thy proud reason brook so black a brand? 
rom purer manners, to gublimer faith, 
I Nature's unavoidable ascent ; 
An mnest Deist, where the Gospel shines, 
Matur'd to nobler, in the C risian ends. 
When that blest change arrives, e'en cast aside 
This song superſtuous ; Life immortal Strikes 
Conviction, in a fiood of lig ht MNν e. 
A Cristian dwells, like Uriel, in the sun; 
3 idian evidence puts adnutl to light; 

And ardent H- = anticip ates the $k1 r 
Of that bright sun, Lorenzo ! scale the sphere; 
'Tis ersy; it invites thee; it descends 


137 


From H AT to won, and watt thee hence it came: 


rig 1 ang revere the Sacred page; a page 
Wis 4 | fri mph ) inn 20748 ity; A Page re 

Which not the whole creation could produce; 
V nich not the caufag ration shall destro; 3 
In Nature's ruins not one letter lost: 


115 printed in the mind of Go ds tor ever. 
In proud disdain of what e'cn Gods adore, 


D O<r smile poor Wre teh f thy guards 111 angel 
Auges, and men, ussent to what leing; [w dcs. 
4 Its smile. and thank me tor V An! 2 U dream. 


how vicious hearts fume frenzy to the brain! 
Parts push us on to pride, ang pride to shame; 
Pert In/de/, ty is Iit's cockade, 

19 535 the brazen brow that braves the ski 108, 
By loss of being, dreadiully secure. 
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Haren go] if thy doctrine wins the day, 
und drives my dreams, defeated, from the field ; 
if us is all, if earth a final scene, 
Take heed; stand fast; be sure to be a na ο, 
A knave in grain! ne'er deviate to the gt. 
Shouldst thou be 20-d—how infinite thy loss! 
Guilt only makes annihilation gain. 
Blesr scheme! which life deprives of comfort, Death 
Of He; and which Vice only recommends, 
se; where, infidels! your barn thrown out 
T's catch weak converts? 2v/here vour lofty boast 
Ot zeal for virtue, and of lo to man? 
Annihilation! I confess, in these. 
M hat can reclaim you? dare I hope profound 
Philgsophers the converts of a 507g ? 
Net know, Its title flatters you, not me 
Yours be the praise to make 22 title good; 
Mine, to bless Heav'n, and triumph in your praise, 
But since so pestilential your disease, 
Though sov'reign is the med'cine I prescribe, 
As yet, I'll neither triumph, nor despair : 
But hope, ere long my nig dream will wake 
Your hearts, and teach your wisdom—to be wise: 
For why should souls immortal, made for bliss, 
Eber wish, (and wish in vain !) that souls could die 
What ne'er car dic, Oh! grant to /zwe; andcrown 
The wish, and aim, aud labour of the skies ; 
Encrease, and enter on the joys of Hcav'n: 
Thus hall my title pass a sacred seal, 
Receive an imprimatur from above, 
W hile angels shout—4n Infdel Reclaim'd! 
To close, Lorenzo! spite of all my pains, 
Still sceiis it strange, that thou shouldst live for ever? 


* The Infidel Reclaim'd. 
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Is it /ess strange that thou shouldst live at all? 

This is a miracle; and at no morc. 

Who gave beginning, can excjude an end. 

Deny thou art, then, doubt if thou alt Le. 

A miracle with miracles inclos'd, 

Is man? and starts his faith at w hat is S[range ? 

What less than wonders, from the wonderjul; 

What less than miracles, from God, can flow? 
amt a GOD,—! th; kt mystery Supreme | 

T hat cause uncaus'd! all other wonders ccase ; 

Nothing is marv: __ for him to do: 

Deny himt: —all is mystery besides; 

Millions of mysterics! cach darker far, 

Than {hat thy wis sdom would, unwisely, shun. 

It wweah thy faith, why chuse the harder side? 

We nothing ow, but what is mary ellous; 

Vet what is marvellous, we can't bel:reve. 

So weak our reason, and so great our Godt, 

What most surpriscs In the sacred page, 

Or full as strange, or stranger, mus! be true. 

Faith is not Reason's labour, but reposc. 

To Faith, and Virius, why so backward man ? 
From hence ;—the pres ext strongly strikes us all; 
The futrre, faintly : : can we, then, be men ? 

If men, Loren go the reverse is right. 
Reason is man's peculiar; sense the brute's, 
The present is the scanty realm of Sense; 
The future, Reason's empire unconlin 45 
85 {hat expending all her godlike pow'r, 

She plans, provides, expatiates, triumphs there ; 
T here builds her 6l{es$1ug5; there expects hep 
And nothing asks of Fortune , or of men. Craig; 


And. what is Rea? Be she, thus, deſin'd; 


Reason is rpright Stature in the 5927. 
Oh! be a max ;—and strive to be a God. 
cc For 
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& For what? (thou sayst) : to damp the joy: 
« of life ?”* 
No; to give heart and substance to thy joys. 
That tyrant, He! mark, how she domincers; 
She bids us quit realities for dreams; 
Safety, and peace, for hazard, and alarm; 
That tyrant o'er the tyrants of the soul, 
She bids amhton quit its taken prize, 
Spurn the luxuriant branch on which 77 sits, 
'Tho' bearing crowns, to spring at distant game; 
And plunge in toils, and dangers—for repose. 
If Hype precarious, and of things, when gain'd, 
Of little moment, and as little stay, 
Can sweeten toils and dangers into joys; 
What then, that hope, which nothing can defeat, 
Our lcave unask'd? rich hope of boundless bliss ! 
Bliss, past man's pow 'T to paint it; Tyme 5tocluge! 
This hope is carth's most estimable prize: 
This is man's portion, while no more than man: 
Hope, of all passions, most befriends us here 
assions of prouder name befriend us less. 
Jay has her tears; and [ransport has her death; 
Hope, like a cordial, innocent, tho' strong, 
Man's heart, at once, 2z5pirits and gerenes; 
Nor makes him pay his wisdom for his joys; 
is all our present state can safely bear, 
Health to the frame! and vigour to the mind 
And to the modest eye chastis'd delight | 
Like the Fair Summer-cvening, mild, and sweet! 
"Tis man's full cup; his Paradise below! 
A blest hereafter, then, or hop'd, or gain'd, 
Is all ,—our whe of happiness: full proof, 
chose no trivial, or inglorious teme. 
And know, ye furs to song | (well-meaning mens ; 
C 
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Tho” quite forgotten half your Bes praise) 
Important truths, in spite of verse, may pleave ? 


Grave minds you praiseznor can you praise too muchz 
If there 1; weight in an cer! 'ty, 


Let the grave listen and be Z raver still. 
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1 Nature, then, cspons d my part ? 
Have brib'd Heav'n, and Earth, to plcac 


agumst thee * 


And is thy soul immorta/ ?—\What remains ? 
All, all, Lorenzo !-—Make immortal, blest. 
mimortals !—YVhat can shock us more? 
And yet Lorenzo still atlcets the Werld ; 
There, stows his treasure; thence, his title draw 
Man nf the World ! (for such wouldat thou be call d, 
And art thou proud of that inylorious style? 
Proud of reprozch > For a reproact it was, 
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In ancient days; and Christian,—imn an age, 


When men were men, and not asham'd of Heaven, 
Fir'd their ambition, as it crown'd their joy. 
85 Ar! inkled with dews from the Castalian tont, 
F in would 1 re-baptize thee, and confer 
A purer $pirit, and a nobler name. 

Thy fe ond attachments fatal, and inflam'd, 
Pt oint out my pa th, and dictate to my song: 

Ne, % wor ld foty fair how strongly strikes 

Aerbigign and gav Pleasure stronger still! 
Thy triple bane! the triple bolt, that lays 
Thuy virtue dead! up thee my ple theme; 
Nor 5221 thy wee, or <visdom, be forgot. 

Common the 45 me; not 50 the song; if she 
My song INVOKE, CU Nania Aclgns tosmile. 
charm that chains us to the world, her foe, 

I She dissolves, the mar of earth, at once, 
tarts from his trance, and s Rave for other scenes; 
Scenes, Where thesc sparks ot night, these art, 


Innumber'd suns; (for all things, as they are, 

he blest! „in one vl: ry, pour 

blended blaze on man's astonish'd sight; 

41 bl 7e, —. e least iu tri * = object there. 0 
Loren Since ternal is at hand, * 


 <waliow Tiuc's amb Ae as the ast 
Lea thay: the bub oies vain, that ride, 
Hig on the foaming billow; what avail 
High tiles, high desen, 3 high; 
It unattain'd o ur 4. est? O Lorenzo! 
What lofty. tho melts, these elements above, 6 
Mhat tow'ring hopes, what callies from the sun, * 
What graud 1 ys of destiny divine, 
And pompous pre«age of unfathom'd fate, 


Should roll in booms s, where a spirit burns, 


Bound 


- 
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Bound for eternity! In bosoms read 

By him, who foibles in archangels sces ! 

On human hearts ke bends a cal, Jus eye, 

And marks, and in Heav'n's register 'enrols 

The rise, and progress, of cach option there; 

Sacred to doomsday ! That the page unfolds; 

And spreads us to the gaze of gods, and men. 
And what an option, O Lorenzo 7 thine ? 

This world! And this, unrivall'd by the skirs 


A world, where lust of Pleasure, Grandeur, C. 
Three demons that divide ite realms between then „ 


With strokes alternate buflet to and fro 


Man's restless heart, their sport, their flying ball, 


Till, with the giddy circle, sick, and tir d, 

It pants for peace, and drops into despair. 
Such is the world, Lorenzo sets above 

That glorious prom7se, angels were estcem'd 
Too mean to bring; a promise, their ador & 
Descended to communicate, and press, 

By counsel, miracle, lite, death, on man. 
Such is the world, Loren wisdom word, 
And on its thorny pillow $ecKks reposc 

A pillow, which, like opiates ill-pr epa ar'd, 
Intoxicates, but not composes; lills 

The visionary mind with gay chinizras, 

All the wild trash of sleep, without the rest; 


What unfuign'd travel, and what dreams of jor 
How frail, men, things! How momentary, bot 


Fantastic chace, of shadows huming Shades ! 
The gay! the buy ! equal, tho' unlike 3 j 


Equal in wisdom, differently wise [as, ste 
Through flow'ry mcadows, and through dre. 


One bustling, and one dancing, into deat! 
There's not a day, but, to the man of ome: 
Betrays some Secret, and throws new reproach. 
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dn life, and makes him sick of sceing more. 
The scenes of business tell us: What are men; 0 
The scenes of peεuα,τε What is all beside; 
There others we despise ; and ere, ourselves. 
Amid disgus eternal, dwells delight ? 

'Fis a prrobation «trikc3 the string of joy. 

What wondrous prize has kindled this career, 
r, vw ith the din, and choaks us with the dust, 
On life's e gay stage, one inch above the. grave? 

* ou run up and down in quest of e yes; 
The gensgudl in pursuit of something worse; 

T he grave, of gold; the þ9/ztic of power; 

And 25. of other butte flies, as vain 

As edidics draw things frivolous, and light, 

How 13 man's heart by vanity drawn in; 

On the wire circle of returning toys, [ingulph'd, 
Whirl'd, straw-like, round and round, and then 
Where gay delusion darkens to despair | 

* This 1s a beaten track.” '—l[s this a track 
Should ut be beaten ? Never beat enough, 

ill enough lcarnt the truths it would inspire. 

Shall Truth be silent, because Folly frowns ? 

Turn the world's history; what ind we there, 

But Fortrne's sports, or Nature's crucl claims, 

Or <09m2%'s artiſice, or Man sf revenge, 

And endless inhumanities on man? 

Fame”s trumps t Seldom sounds, but, like the knell, 
it brings bad tidings : How tt hourly blows 

Mi s n.isSadventures round the list'ning world! 

Man is the tale of narrative old Time; 

Sa ne! winch high as Paradise bertus : 

Az tf, the toil of travel to delude, 

From Stage to stage, in his eternal round, 

The Days, his daughters, as they spin our hours 

On Fartiene SW heel, where accident unthought 
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Oft, in a moment, snaps life's stronges t thread, 
E: ch, in her turn, Some tragic story f tells, 
With, now-and- then, a wretched tarce between; 
And fills is chronicle with hum n Mes. "=" 4 
Time's daughters, truc as those of men, dececlye 
Not Ones but puts sonic e heat on all mankind |! 
While in their father's bosom, nat yet OUTS, 
1 ex flatter our fond hopes ; . and promise much 
Of amiable; but hold lum not © er wise, 
Who dares to trust them; and laugh round they 
At -rill-confiding, still-confounded, man, 
Confiding, tho' confounded; hoping on, 
Untaught by trial, uncenvinc'd by proof, N 
And ever-looking for the never-secn. 
Lite to the last, like harden'd fe -lons, lies; 
Nor owns itself a cheat, till it expires. 
Its little joys go out by one and one; 
And leave poor man, at length, in perfect night; 
Night darker, than what, 10, involves the pole, 
0 F how, who dost permit these 11s to fall, 
F or gracious ends, and wouldst, that man shu! 
aun 
O Tan, Whose hand this goodly fabric tram. d, 
Who know'st it best, and would'st that man s 
know ! | 
What is this sublunary world? A vapour; 
A vapour all it holds; itself, a vapour; 
From the dun Þ be ed of chacs, by thy beam 
Exhai d, ordain'd to sim its destin d hour 
In ambient air, then melt, and disappet r. 
Earth's days arc nuiüb' red, nor remote her doom 
As mortal, tho' less transient, than her sons; 
Yet they doat on her, as the world, and they, 
Vere both cternal, Solid „ thou, a dream. 
Iny deat, on wit > IJryportal Views a" Art,. 
A . 2 
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A region of outsides! a land of shadows 
A truittul neld of flow'ry promiscs ! 
A wildcrness for joys ! perplext with doubts, 
And sharp with thorns ! A troubled ocear, spread 
With bold adventurers, their ad on board; 
No second hope, if here their fortune frowns ; 
Frown soon it 9725! Of various rates they sail, 1 
Or ensigus various ; all alike in this, 
Atl rextless, anxious; tost with hopes, and fears, 
In calmest skies; obnox1ous all to storm; 
And stormy the most general blast of lite. 
4% bound for happiness; yet few provide 
Pic chart of Kngwliedge, pointing where it lies; 
r Yrravets helm, to shape the course design'd: 
All, more or less, capricious fate lament, 
Now lifted by the tide, and now resorb'd, 
And tarther from their wishes, than before: 
A, more or less, against each other dash, 
To mutual hurt, by gusts of passion driv'n, 
And suttcring more trom folly, than from fate. 
Oetun | hou dreadful, and tumultuous home 
Of dangers, at eternal war with man! 
Deaih's capital! where most he domineers, 
With all lus chosen terrors frowning round, 
(Tho' lately feasted high at“ Al⁰⁰in's cost) 
Wide-op'ning, and loud-roaring still for more! 
Too faithful mirror! how dost thou reflect b 9 
The melancholy face of human life! 
4 ic 5trong resemblance tempts me farther still: 
And haply, Britain may be deeper struck 
By moral Truth, in such a mirror scen, 
v aicu Nature holds for ever at her eye. 1 


* Admiral Balchen, &c. N 
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Self- flatter'd, unexperienc'd, high in hope, 

When young, with sanguine chear, and Streamers 

We cut our cable, launch into the world, (gay, 

And fondly dream cach wind and star our friend. 

All, in some darling enterprize embark d ; 

But where is he can fathom its event? 

Amid a multitude of artless hands, 

Rnin's sure perquisice! her lawrul prise! 

Same $teer aright; but the black blast blows hard, 

And putts them wide of Hope: With hearts of pro, 

Full against wind, and tide, some win their way; 

And when strong effort has deserv 'd the port, 

And tugg'd it into view, tis won! tis lost! 

TLo' strong their car, stills tronger is their fate, 

They strike; and while they triumph, they « 1470 

In stress of weather, m95t ; $9me siük cutriglu; 

Oer them, and o'er their names, the billes clone 

'Fo-morrove knows not they were ever born. 

Others a short memortal leave behind, 


Like a flag floating, when the bark's ingulph'd ; 
— * 0 


It floats a moment, and is scen no more: 
One Cesar lives, a thousand are forgot. 
How few, beneath auspicious plancts born, 

{ Darlings of Providence! fond Farc's cicet!) 
With swelling sails make good the promis d port, 
With all their wishes freigited! Yer even thesc, 
Freighted with all their wishes, soon complain; 
Free from misfortune, not from nature free, 
They still are men; and when is man Secure ? 
As fatal Time, as Stimm the rush of years 

Beats down their strength; their numberless escape, 
In ruin end? and, anow, their proud success 

But plants ne terrors an the victor's Brow » 
What pain to quit the world, just wade their own, 
Their nest so deeply down'd, and built so high 


4 
* * 
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Too low they build, who build beneath the stars. 
Wore thon apart (if woe apart, can be 

From mortal man) and Fortune at our nod, 
Thegay rich? great! triumphant! and august 
What «rc they: The mt happy (strange to say!) 
Convince me most of human miscry: | 
Whar are they ?, Smiling wretches of frre! , 
More wretchcd, en, than c'cr their slave can be; 
Ther tresch'rous bless ugs, at the day of nced, 
Like other faichless friends, unmask, and sting: 
then, what prov King indigence in wealth! 

Vhat aggravated impotence in pow'r ! 

Ian titles, ten, whit insult of their pain! 

If that soli anchor, « gual tothe waves, 
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Needful austerities his will restrain; 
As thorns fence in the tender plant from harm 
As yet, his reason cannot go alone. 

But asks a sterner nurse to lead it on. 

His little heart is often terrify'd : 

The blush of morning, in his check, turns pale; 
its pearly dew-drop trembles in his CYC 5 

His harmless eye ! and drowns an angel there 
Ah! what avails his innocence ? The task 
Injoin'd, Must diseipline his carly Pow rs 0 

He learns to sigh, ere he is known to sin; 
Guiltless, and sad! A wretch before the al;! 
How cruel this! More cruel to forbear. 

Our xature such, with ROCeSSAY 7 puGus, 

We purchase prospects of precariunus peace * 
'Fho' not a father, this might steal 2 Sigh, 
Jupposc him disciplin'd aright, (if not. 
**T will sink our poor account to pyorer sti. 

Ripe from the tutor, proud of libert,, 
He leaps inclos ure, bounds into tic world ; 
The world is taken, after ten years oil, 
Like antient Troy; and all its joys Bts own: 
Alas! the world's a tutor more severe; 
Its lessons hard, and ill deserve his pains , 
Unteaching all lis virtuous nature tuwwy ht, 
Or books (fair Virtue's Advocates! ) ins 

For who receives him into public itt 
Menu of the Worid ! the terra-tiiigal bred | 
Welcome the modest stranger to their $pAETE, 
(Which glitter'd long, at distance, in his igt), 
And, in their hospitable arms, aud. 
Men, who think nought so Strong of the rulmatice; 
So rank knight-errant, as a rea! friend; 
ren, that act up to Reasons golden ru! 
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Men, that would blush at being Y/νποmανονν, sincere, 
And feign, for glory, the few Faults they want; 
That kac a lic, where truth would pay as well | - 
As ik, to them, Je shone her own reward. 

Lorenzo cans: thou bear a shocking sigh 
Sch, tor Flore sake, twill now appcar : | 
Sec, the ste el d files of scason'd veterans 
Traimn'd to the world, in burnish'd tals! hood bright 
Deep in the fatal stratagems of peace; 
A $3ft <enSation, in the throne, rubb'd off; 
All their keen purpose, in politeness, sheath'd 3 
His friends eternal during interest; 
Fits tocs imptocable—-wh en worth their while; 
war with cv ry welfare, but their own 1 
As Wise as Luci ſer; and half as wood 1 
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Prompt truth. and open tho ugh, and m nes un- 
\ttection, as his species, wide-diſtus'd; feign'd; 
ble presumptions to mankind's renown 
| ous trust, and confidence of le (ve. 

Tet - clams to jov (if en ortals ſo V m1 ht claim) 
Will cost him many a siph; til! time, and pans, 
From the slow mistress of this &chook, Expert:nces 
And her assistant, Pausing, P.. le, Distrusl, 
Purchase 4 de F-boug! it clue. to leud his youth, 


1 1 . % - * — 7 . 1 
L hrough erpentine obliguities of lif 


And the dark labvrinth of human hearts. 

And nappy if rhe clue Shall come $6 cheap; | 
or, while we learn to Fence Wit 1 zuilt, = 
Full oft we fcc] its foul cont tag n t * 
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less than heabenle virtue 18 our guar d. 

hus, a strange kind of curst necessizy 
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Brings down the sterling temper of his soul, 

By base alloy, to bear the current stamp, 

Below call'd wisdom ; sinks him into safety: 

And brands him into credit with rhe vor/4 
Where $Pec10u5 titles dignify disgrace, 

And Nature's injur ies are arts of lie; ; 

Where brighter reason prompts to bolder crumes ; 
And Heav' 'nly talents make infernal hearts; 
That unsurmountable extreme of guilt ! 

Poor Macthiavet! who labour'd hard his plan, 
Forgot, that genius needs not go to school, 
Forgot, that man, without a tutor, wise, 

His plan had practis'd, long before twas writ, 
'1he world's all title-page „there's no contents; 
The world's all face; the manwho shews his Hr 

Is hooted for his n uditics, and 3corn'd. 
A man I knew, who liv'd upon A smile; 
And well it fed him; he look d plump and fair, 
While rankest venom foam'd through ev'ry Ven, 
4. 91. n20{ whar I tell thee, ta the ner ill! 
Living, he fawn' 40 ev ry for: % alive; 
And dying, curs'd the friend on whom he liv'e. 
To such lebten. thou art half a saint. 
+, foreign realms (for thou haust travell'd far), 
low curious to contemplate two st. atc-roobe, 
Studious their nests to feather in a tr ict, 
With all the zecromantics of rhuiir art, 

Playing the game of faces on each cher. 

An court $Weet-mceats of their latent gail, 

In foolizh hope, to steal cach other's trust; 

Both chcating, both exulting, both deceiv'd ; 
And, sometimes, both (let Earth rejoice) undone: 


Their parts we doubt not; but be that their shame; 


Shall men of talents, fit to rule mankind, 
Stoop to mean wiles, that would disgracc a fool? 


A De 
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And loc the thanks of those few friends they serve? 0 
For who can thank the man, he cannot ee? . 1 
Why so much cover? It defeats itself. | 
Ye, that know all things! know ye not, mens hearts 
Are therefore known, bccar5e they are conceal'd ? b 
For why conceal'd The cause they need not tell. | p 
1 give him joy, that's aukward at a ſic; | 
Whose feeble nature ruth keeps s still 1 in awe z 
His incapacity is his renown. 
Tis great, tis manly, to disdain disguise; 
It shews our „pirit, or it prov es Our strength. 
Fou sayst. "V's zee Is it therefore right ? 
Howes er, I grant it some „small ign of grace, 
To strain at an excuse ; And woutdst thou then 
Escape that cruel need f Thou mast, with case; 
Think no post necdful that demands a En e. | 
When'late our civil helm was shifting hands b 
So P thought; think better, 11 you can, 
But this, how rare! the public path of life 

Is dirty :—Y ct allow rhat dirt us due; 
it makes the noble mind more noble still; 
The world's no neuter; it will wound or sAYC 3 
Our virtue quench, or indi ignation fire. 
% say, the world, w ell. known, will make a 

man : [Hezv'n, | 
The w hs.” w bane will give our hearts to 2 
Or make us denn, long before we dic. 8 

To shew how fair the world, thy mistress, shines, 
Take either part, surc ills attend the choice; | ST 
Sure, tho' not equal, detriment ensucs. | 
Not Firtue”s self is deify'd on carth 
Firtue has her relapses, conflicts, focs.; z 6 
Fen „ that ne er Fail to make her fel their hate. $3; 
Virtue has her peculiar set of pains z ; * 
True 3 tricnds to virtue, last, and {east, complain 12 
Bus | 
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But if they sigh, can others hope to «mile ? 
If Wisdom has her miserics to mourn, 

How can poor Fly lead a happy life ? 

And if 30, suffer, what has cart to boasr, , 
Where he 1295 happy, who the le laments 


% 
* 


Where much, much patience, the most enwydstüte, 


= 


And some forgiveness, needs, the best of friends“ 


For friend, or happy life, who looks not higher. 
Of neither shall hc find the shadow here. 

The world's sworn advocate, without a fee, 
Lorenzo smartly, with a smile, replies 
% Thus far thy song is right; and all must own, 
« Virtue has ler peculiar set of puius.— 
« And joys peculiar who to Vice denies? 
« If Vice it is, with Nature to comply: 
% If Prize, and Sense, are so predominant, 
& To check, not vvercome, them, makes a saint, 
« Can Nature in a plainer voice proclaim 
% Pleasure, and glory, the chief good of man? 

Can Pride, and Sensuality, rejoice ? 
From purity of thought, all pſcasrre springs; 
And, from an humble spirit, all our peare. 
Ambition! plcature ] let us talk of these: 
Of these, the Porch, and Academy, twik'd 
Of these, each following age had mucti. ty sa; 
Yet unexhausted, still, the needful theme, 
Who talks of ese, to mankind all at once 
He talks; for where the saint from cirher free ? 


Are these thy refuge? — No; these rush upon tuce, 


Thy vitals seize, and vulturę- like, devour : 
I'Il try, if 1 can pluck thee from thy rock, 
Prometheus ! from this barren ball of earth; 
If Reason can unchain thee, thou art tree. 
And, first, thy Caucasus, Ambition calls; 
Mountain of torments! Eminence of wers 
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Of courted woes ! and courted through mistake ! 
Tis not ambition charms thee, 'tis a cheat 
Will make thee start, as H—— at his Moor. 
Dost grasp at greatness? first, know what it is: 
Think'st thou thy great ness in d7/57/nd7ion lies? 
Not in the feather, wave it cer so high, 
By Fortune stuck, to mark us from the throng, 
Is glory lodg'd : Tis lodg'd in the reverse; 
In that which joins, in that which equals, all, 
The monarch, and his slave ;—*© A deathless soul, 
* Unbounded prospect, and immortal kin, 
A Father, God, and Brothers in the skies;“ 
Elder, indeed, in time; but less remote 
In excellence, perhaps, than thought by man; 
Why greater, what can fall, than what can rise? 
If still delirious, now, Lorenzo! go; 
And, with thy full-blown brothers of the 2vor/d, 
Throw scorn around thec; cast it on thy slaves ; 
Thy $laves, and equals : How scorn cast on thein 
Rebounds on thee ! If man is mean, as man, 
Art thou a God? If Fortune makes him so, 
Beware the consequence: A maxim that, 
Which draws a monstrous picture of mankind, 
Where, in the drapery, the ar is lost; 
Externals fluttering, and the soul forgot. 
Thy greatest glory when dispos'd to boast, 
Boast that aloud, in which thy servants share. 
We wisely strip the steed we mean to buy; 
Judge we, in their caparisons, of men? 
It nought avails thee, where, but what, thou art; 
All the distinCtions of this little life 
Are quite cutaneous, foreign to the man. 
When, through Death's streights, Earth's subtil 
Serpents creep, | 
Which wriggle into wealth, or climb renown, 


— 


As 
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As crooked Satan the forbidden tree, 

They lcave their party-colour'd robe behind, 

All that now glitters, while they rear aloft 

Their brazen crests, and hiss at us below. 

Of Fortune's /cxs strip them, yet alive; 

Strip them of body, too; nay, closer still, 

Away with all, but ral, in their minds; 

And let, what then remains, impose their name, 

Pronounce them weak, or worthy; great, or mean. 

How mean that snuff of glory Fortune lights, 

And Death puts out | Dost thou demand a test, 

A tcst, at once, infallible, and short, 

Of real greatness ? That man greatly lives, 

Whate'er his fate, or fame, who greatly dics ; 
Ttgh-fush'd with hope, where heroes shall despair. 

If {hrs a true criterion, many courts 
Illustrious, might afford but few grandees. 

Ti' Almighty, from his throne, on carth surveys 
Nought greater, than an honest, humble heart ; 
An humble heart, 475 revidence ! pronounc'd 
His sccond scat; and rivai to the skies. 

The private path, the secret acts of men, 

If noble, far the noblest of our lives! © 

How far above Lorenzs's glory sits 

Th' illustrious master of a name wnktnowz? ;; 

Whosc worth unrivall'd, and unwitness'd, loves 

Life's sacred shades, where Gods converse with 
men; f 

And peace, beyond the world's conception, smiles 

As thou, (now dark) before we part, shalt sce. 

Bur thy great soul this Aung glory scorns, 
Lorenz9's $ick, but when Lorenzo's seen; 
And, when hc shrugs at public bus'ness, lies. 
Deny'd the public eve, the public voice, 

As it he liv'd on others breath, he dies. 


Fain 
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Fain would he make the world his pedestal, 
Mankind the gazers, the sole figure, he. 
Knows he, that mankind praise against their will, 
And mix as much detraction as they can ? 
Knows he, that faithless Fume her whisper has, 
As well as trumpet ? hat his vanity _ 
Is so much tickled from not hearing a// ? 
Knows this all-knower, that from itch of praise, 
Or, from an itch more sordid, when he shincs, 
Taking his country by five hundred ears, 
Senates at once admire him, and despise, 
With modest laughter lining loud applause, 
Which makes the smile more mortal to his tame ? 
His fame, which, (like the mighty Cesar) crown'd 
With laurcls, in full senate, greatly falls, 
By seeming friends, that honour, and destroy. 
We rise in glory, as we sink in pride: 
Where boasting ends, there dignity begins: 
And yet, mistaken beyond all mistake, 
The blind Lorenzo's proud of being proud; 
And dreams himself ascending in his fall. 
An eminence, though fancy 'd, turns the brain; 
All vice wants hkellebore ; but, of all vice, 
Pride loudest calls, and for the largest bow! ; 
Becausc, all other vice unlike; it flies, 
In fact, the point, in farcy most pursu'd. 
Who court applause, oblige the world in 2/18; 
hey gratify man's passion to . 
Superior honour when as d, is lost; 
Ev'n good men turn bandits, and rejoice, 
Like Kowli- Kan, in plunder of the proud. 
Tho' somewhat disconcerted, Steady still 
To the world's cause, with half a face of joy, 
Lorenzo crics—-* Be, then, Ambition cust; 
1% Ambition's dearer far stands unimpeach'd, 


T 2 Gay 
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© Gay Pleasure! Proud Ambition is her slave; 
“% For her, he svars at great, and hazards // ; 
For her, he ſights, and bleeds, or overcomes 3 
„And paves his way, with crowns, to reach her 
smile; LLareuxs! 
„% Who can resist her charms ?**—Or, $4nuld ? 
What mortal shall resist, where angels yield? 
Pleasure's the mistress of ethereal pow'rs; 
For her contend the rival Gods above; 
Pleasure's the mistress of the world below; 
And well it is for man, that Pleasure charms ; 
How would all stagnate, but for Pleasures ray! 
How would the frozen stream of action ccase 
What is the pulse of this so busy world? 
The love of Pleasure: That, thro' ev'ry vein, 
Throws motion, warmth 3 and shuts out Death 
from Lite. 

Tho' various are the tempers of mankind, 
Pleasure's gay family holds all in chains: : 
Some most affect the black; and some, the fair; 
dome honest Pleasure court; and some, obscené, 
Pleasures obscene are various, as the throng 
Of passions, that can err in human hearts, 
Mistake their objects, or transgress their bounds. 
Think you there's but e whoredom ? Whores 
But when our reason licenses delight. { dom, all, 
Dost doubt, Lorenzo? Thou shalt doubt no more, 
Thy father chides thy gallantrics, yet hugs 
An ugly, common harlot, in the dark; 

A rank adultercr with others gold; 

And that hag, Vengeance, in a corner, charms, 
Flatred her brothel has, as well as Love, 
Where horrid , s debauch in blood, 
Whate'er the motive, Pleasure is the mark; 
For her, the black assassin draws his sword; 
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For her, dark statesmen trim their midnight lamp, 
To which no 5:ngle sacritice may fall; 
For her, the saint abstains; the miser starves; 
The 5:9:c proud, for Pleasure, Pleasure scorn'd 
For her, AMiction's daughters grief indulge; 
And find, or hope, a luxury in tears; 
For her, guilt, shame, toil, danger; we defy ; 
And, with an aim v9/rpruors, rush on Death, 
Thus universal her despotic pow T. 

And as her empire wide, 5x praise is just. 
Patron of Pleasure! Doater on delight! 
I am thy rival; Pleasure I profess; 
Pleasure, the purpose of my gloomy song. 
Pleasure is nought but Virtue's gayer name; 
I wrong her still, I rate her worth too low; 
Virtue the root, and Plcasure is the flower; 
And honest Epieurus' foes were fools. [ fence 3 

But this sounds harsh, and gives the use of- 
If o' erstrain'd Wisdom still retains the name. 
How knits Austerity her cloudy brow, 
And blames, as bold, and hazardous, the prazse 
Of Pleasure, to mankind, unprais'd, too dear ? 
Ye modern 5t0zcs ! hear my soft reply; 
Their senses men 207// trust: we can't impose z 
Or, if we could, is imposition right ? 
Own honey Sveet; but, owning, add this Sting; 
When mixt with poison, it is deadly too.“ 
Truth never was indebted to a lie. 
Is nought but Virtue to be prais'd, as good ? 
Why then is health preferr'd before discase ? 
What Nature loves :s good, without or leave. 
And where no future drawback crics, © Beware: 
Pleasure, though not from virtue, 5hozld prevail, 
'Tis balm to life, and gratitude ro Heay'n 
How cold our thanks for bountics une njoy d 

T 3 The 
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The Love Pleasure is man's eldest-born, 
Born in his cradle, living to his tomb ; 
IWisdom, her younger sister, tho' more grave, 
Was meant to minster, and not to mar, 
Imperial Pleasure, queen of human hearts. 
3 Thou, her majesty's renown'd, 
Tho' ancoitt, counsel, learned in the 2world / 
Who think'st thyself a Murray, with disdain 
Mavst look on me, Yet, my Demosthenes ! 
Canst thou plead Pleasrre's cause as well as I ? 
Know'st thou her nature, purpose, parentage ? 
Attend my song, and thou shalt know them all; 
And know thyselt ; ; and know thyself to be 


(Strange truth!) the most abstemious man alive. 


ell not Calista; she will laugh thee dead; 
Or send thlice to her hermitage with L-——, 
Absurd presumption! T hou, who never knew'st 
A serious thought | Shalt thou dare dream of joy 
No man er found a happy liſe by chance, 
Or vawn'd'it into being, with a wish; 
Or, with the snout of grov'ling Appetite, 
F. er smelt it nr; and grubb' d it from the dirt. 
An art it i, and must be learnt; and icarnt 
With unremnting effort, or be lost; 
And leave us per feet blockheac is, in our bliss. 
Ine clouds may drop down titles and estates . 


Wealth may scek us; but Misdom must be sought; 


Song Core all: but Chow unlike all else 
Sought bet I; but ( nuke all el 
Wie seek on earth tis never sought in vain. 


* 


First, Plracure's birth, rise, strength, and grains 


deur scc ! 
Brought forth by W:«4om, nurst by Discipline, 
By Patience taught, by Perseverance crown'd, 
She rears her head majestic; round her chenns 
Erected in the bosom of the just. 


Each 


VIRTUE'S APOLOGY. 213 


Each virtue, listed, forms her manly guard. 
For what are virtues ? (Formidable name!) 
What, but the fountain, or defence, of joy ? 
Why, then, commanded? Need mankind commands, 
At once to Merit, and to make, their bliss ?— 
Great legislator ! Scarce $0 great, as kind ! 
It men are rational, and love dclight, 
Thy gracious law but flatters human choice ; 
In the transgression lies the penalty; 
And they the most indulge, who most obey. 
Of Pleasure, next, the final cause explore 
Its mighty prrpose, its important end. 
Not to turn man brutal, but to build 
Divine on human, Pleasure came from Heav'n, 
In aid to r-450x was the goddess sent; 
To call up all its strength by such a charm. 
Pleasure, first, succours Virtue; in return, 
Virtue gives Pleasure an cternal reign, 
What, but the pleasure of food, friendship, faith, 
Supports life zatzral, civil, and divine: 
"Tis from the pleasure of repast, we live; 
Tis from the pleasure of applause, we please; 
Jis from the pleasure of belief, we pray; 
(All pray'r would cease, if unbclicy'd the prize;) 
It serves ourscly cs, our species, and our God; 
And to serve more, is past the sphere of man. 
Glide, then, for ever, Pleasure's sacred stream! 
Through Eder as Euphrates ran, it runs, 
And fosters ev'ry growth of happy life; 
Makes a new Eden where it flows ;—but such 
As must be lost, Lorenzo by thy fall. (see, 
« What mean I by thy fall? Thou'lt shortly 
While Pleasure's zature is at large display'd ; 
Already sung her origin, and ends. 
Those glorious ends, by kind, or by degree, 
| Wen 
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When Pleasure violates, tis then a vice, 

And vengeance too; it hastens into pain. 
From due refreshment; life, health, reason, joy 3 
From wild excess, pain, grief, distraction, dearh ; 
Heav'n's justice i proctaims, and t/hat her love. 
What greater evil can I wish my foc, 

Than his full draught of pleasure, from a cask 
Unbroach'd by Just Authority, ungaug'd 

By Temperance, by Reason unrefin'd? 

A thousand dzmons turk within the lee, 
Heav'n, others, and ourselves! Uninjur'd thee, 
Drink deep; the deeper; then, the more divine; 
Angels arc angels froin indulgence there ; 

*Tis unrepenting pleasure makes a God, 

Dost think thysctf a God from other joys ? 

A victim rather! shortly sure to bleed, | 

The wrong must mourn :; Can Heav'n's appoint» 
ments fail? | 

Can man outwit Omnipotence? strike out 

A sclf-wrought happiness unmeant by % 

Who made us, and the world we would enjoy? 

Who forms an instrument, ordains from whence 

Its dissonance, or harmony, shall rise. 

Heay'n bid the soul this mortal frame inspire; 

Bid Virtuc's ray divine inspire the soul 

With unprecarious flows of vital joy; 

And, without breathing, man as well might hope 

For life, as, without picty, for peace. 

« Is Virtue, then, and P/ety the same? — 
No; Piety is more; 'tis Virtue's source; 
Mother 40 ev'ry worth, as that of joy. 

Men of the world this doctrine ill digest; 

They smile at Piety, yet boast aloud 

Goodwill to men; nor know, they strive to part 

M hat Nature joins; and thus confute e 
Wit 
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W'ith Pfety begins all good on earth; 
Tis the first-born of Rationality. 
Conscience, her first law broken, wounded lies; 
Enfeebled, lifeless, impotent to good 
A feign'd affection bounds her utmost pow' r. 
Same we can't love, but for th' Almighty's sake; 
A foe to God was ne'er true friend to man; 
Some sinister intent taints all he does, 

And, in his kindest actions he's unkind. 
On piety, humanity is built; 
And, on humanity, much happiness ; 
And yet still more on piety itself. 
A soul in commerce with her God, is Heav'n ; 
Feels not the tumults and the shocks of life; 
The whirls of passions, and the strokes of heart. 
A Deity believ'd, is joy begun; 
A Deity ador d, is joy advanc'd; 
A Deity bclov'd, is joy matur'd. 
Each branch of p:ety delight inspires; 
Faith builds a bridge from this world to the next 
O'er Death's dark gulph, and all its horror hides ; 
Praise, the sweet exhalation of our joy, 
hat joy exalts, and makes it Sweeter still; 
Pray'r ardent opens Heav'n, lets down a stream 
Ot glory on the consccrated hour 
Of man, in audience with the Deity. 
Who worships the Great God, that instant joins 
The fret in Heav 'n, and sets his foot on Hell. 
Liens when wast thou at church Zefore ? 
Thou think'st the service long: Bur is it just? 

Tho' just, unwelcome ; thou hadst rather tread 

Unhailow'd ground; the muse, to win thine ear, 

Must take an air less solemn: She complies. 

Guod=conscience -= at the sound the world retires ; 

Vuze disaffects it, and Lorenzo smiles; 


vet 
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Yet has she her seraglio full of charms ; B 
And such as age shall heighten, not impair. A 
Art thou dejected? Is thy mind o'ercast ? T 
Amid her fair ones, thou the fairest chuse, 
To chase thy gloom.- “ Go, fix some wrighty T 
truth; LS; 4 
« Chain down some parsion ; do some gen rous 7 
„6% Teach Terrance to sce, or Grief to smile; A 
«© Correct thy friend; befriend thy greatest foe ; As 
* Or, with warm heart, and confidence die ine, It 
« Spring up, and lay strong hold on 4:77 who made BT 
ther. TI 
Thy gloom is scatter d, sprightly spirits flow ; Al 
Tho' wither'd is thy vine, and harp unstrung. ww 
Dost call the bowl, the viol, and the dance, T} 
Loud Mirth,mad Laughter * Wretched comtorters! Bc 
Physicians ! more than half of thy discasc. Ar 
Laughter, tho' never censur'd yet as sin 
(Pardon a thought that only 5cems scvere }, Ty 
Is half-immoral: Is it much indulg'd ? T} 
By venting spleen, or dissipating thought, An 
It shews a gcorner, or it makes a fool; He 
And sins, as hurting others, or ourselves. TI 
Tis pride, or empti ness, applies the straw, Ay 
That tickles little minds to mirth effusc; 9”, 
Of grief as impotent, portentous sign 8 
The house of laughter makes a house of woe. Or 
A man triumphant is a monstrous sight; FY 
A man dejedted is a sight as mean; Th 
What cause for triumph, where such ills abound ? 5 
What for dejection, where presides a pow'r; * 
Who call'd us into being to be blest? py : 
So grieve, as conscious grief may rise to joy, Re 
So joy, as conscious joy to grief may fall. VI. 
Most true; a wise man never will be sad; ut 
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But ncither will sonorous, bubbling mirth, 

A shallow stream of happiness betray ; 

Too happy to be sportive, he's serene. [ hpensc,) 
Yet wouldst thou laugh (but at thy own ex- 

This counsel strange should I presume to give 

Retire, and read thy Bible, to be gay.“ 

There truths abound of sov'reign aid to peace; 

Ah! do not prize them less, because inspir'd, 

As thou, and thine, are apt, and proud to do. 

If not inspir'd, that pregnant page had stood, 

Time's treasure ! and the wonder of the wise! 

Thou think'st, perhaps, thy sou alone at stake; 

Alas !—Should men mistake thee for a fool ;— 

What man of taste for genius, wisdom, truth, 

Tho' tender of thy fame could interpose ? 

Believe me, sense, here, acts a double part, 

And the true crc is a christian too. [joy 
But these, thou think'st, are gloomy paths to 

True joy in sunshine ne'er was found at first; 

They, first, themselves offend, who greatly please; 

And travel only gives us sound repose. | 

Heaven 5e//s all pleasure; effort is the price; 

The joys of conquest, are the joys of man; 

And g/ory the victorious 4aurel spreads, 

O'er Pleasures pure, perpetual, placid stream. 

| There is a time, when toil must be preferr'd, 

Or joy, by mis-tim'd fondness, is undone, | 

A man of pleasure is a man of pa. 

Thou wilt not take the trouble ro be blest, 

False joys, indeed, are born from want of thought; 

From Thought's full bent, and energy, the true; 

And that demands a mind in equal poize, 

Remote from gloomy grief, Say glaring joy. 

Much joy not only speaks small happiness, 

Rut happiness, that short!y must expire. 


Can 
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Can joy, unbottom'd in reffection, stand? 7 
And, in a tempest, ean reflection live? ] 
Can joy, like thine, secure itself an hour? 
Can joy, like thine, meet accident unshock « ? « 
Or ope the door to honest poverty: 40 
Or talk with threat' ning Death, and not turn pile ? B 
In such a world, and such a nature, % N 
Are needful fundamentals of delight: T 
These fundamentals give delight 7z4ed - | 
Delight, pure, delicate, and durable ; 
Delight, unshaken, masculine, dis ins; * 
A constant, and a sound, but , joy. A 
Is Joy the daughter ot Severity 1 A 
It is: Vet far my doctrine from severe. T 
„ Rejoice for cver;'' it becomes 2 man; 7 
Exalts, and sets him ncarer to the Gods. H 
* Rejoice for ever, Nature cries, * Rejoice * H. 
And drinks to man, in her neftarcous cup, V 
Mixt up of delicates for ev ry sense; Hj 
To the great founder of the bounteous foast, OL 
Drinks glory, gratitude, eternal praise ; At 
And he that will not pledge ker, isn chur!. | 
lil firmly to support, g tiilly taste, 71 
Is the whole science of felicity: As 
Vet Sparing pledge ; her bow! is not the best Th 
Mankind can boast.—“ A rational repast; Ser 
% Exert ion, vigilance, a mind in arms, On 
% A military discipline of thought, J 
« To foil Temptalion in the doubtful field; An 
« And ever-waking ardor for the ut — Co 
Tis these, first, give, then guard, a cheartul heart Ax 
Nought that is 7g , think little; well aware, Gu 
What Reason bids, God bids; by Vi, command 1 
How aggrandiz'd, the smallest thing we do! Th 
Thus, z:ching is insipid to the wise; Lui 
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To thee, insipid all, but what-is mad; 
Joys season'd high, and tasting strong of guilt. 

« Mad? (thou reply'st, with indignation fir'd) 
Of antient sages proud to tread the steps, | 
« I follow Nature.''—Follow Nature will, 

But look it be thine own : Is Conscience, then, 
No part of Nature? Is she not supreme ? 
Thou regicide ! O raise her from the dead ! 
Then, follow Nature; and resemble God. 

W hen, spight of Conscience, Pleasure is pursu'd, 

Man's Nature is unnaturally pleas d: 

And what's unnatural, is paintul too 

At intervals, and must disgust ev'n thee! 

The fa&# thou know'st ; but not, perhaps, the cazse. 
Virtue's foundations with the World's were laid; 
Heav'n mixt her with our make, and twisted close 
Her sacred int'rests with the strings of Life. 

Who breaks her awful mandate, shocks himself, 
His better self: and is it greater pain, 

Our soul should murmur, or our dust repine ? 
And one, in their eternal war, ust bleed. 

If one must suffer, which should least be spar'd ? 
The pains of mind surpass the pains of sense: 
Ask, then, the Gout, What torment is in guilt. 
The joys of sense to mental joys are mean: 

Sense on the present only feeds; the soul 

On past, and future, forages for joy. 

Tis hers, by retrospect, thro' Iime to range; 
And forward Time's great sequel to survey. 
Could human courts take vengeance on the mind, 
Axes might rust, and racks, and gibbets, fall : 
Guard, then, thy mind, and leave the rest to Fate. 

Lorenzo ! wilt thou never be a man ? 
The man is dead, who for the body lives, 
Lur'd, by the beating of his pulse, to list 

| Be With 
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With ev'ry lust, that wars against his peace; 
And sets him quite at variance with himself. 
Thyself, "mod ea then love: A ge there is 
Of Virtue fond, that kindles at her charms. 

A 5elf there is, as fond of ev'ry Vice, 

While ev'ry Virtue wounds it to the heart; 
Humility degrades it, Justice robs, 

Blest Bounty beggars it, fair Truth betrays, 
And godlike Magnanimity destroys. | 
This self, when rival to the former, scorn ; 
When not in competition, kindly treat, 

Defend it, feed it ;—but when Virtue bids, 
Toss it, or to the fowls, or to the flames. 

And why ? "Tis love of Pleasure bids thee bleed 
Comply, or own self-love ext; or blind. 

For what is Vice! Seif-love in a mistake; 

A poor blind merchant buying Joys too dear. 
And Virtue, what? Tis Selt-love in her wits, 
1 skilful in the market of delight. 
Self-love's good sense is love of that dread pow r, 
From whom herself, and all she can enjov. 
Other Self-love is but disguis'd Self-hate ; 
More mortal than the malice of our foes ; 

A self-hate, now, scarce felt; then felt full-sorc, 
When being, curst; extinction, loud-implor'd ; 
And ev'ry thing preferr'd to what we are. 

Yet this self- love Lorenzo makes his choice; 
And in this choice triumphant, boasts of joy, 
How is his want of happiness betray d, 

By disaffection to the one hour ! 

Imagination wanders far afield ; 

The future pleases : Why? The present pains.— 

« But that's a secret. - Ves, which all men know; 

And know from thee, discover'd unawares. 

Thy ceascless agitation, restless roll . 
rom 
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From cheat to cheat, impatient of a pause; 
What is it ?—'Tis the cradle of the soul, 
From Instinct sent, to rock her in discase, 
Which her physician, Reason, will not cure. 
A poor expedient ! yet thy best; and while 
It mitigates thy pain, it owns it too. 

Such are Lorenzo's wretched remedies ! 
The weak have remedies ; the wise have joys. 
Superior wisdom is superior bliss. 

And what sure mark distinguishes the wise? 
Consistent Wisdom ever wills the same; 

Thy fickle wish is ever on the wing. 

Sick of herself is Folly's character; 

As Misdom's is, a modest self-applause. 

A change of evils is thy good supreme; 

Nor, but in motion, canst thou find thy rest. 
Man's greatest strength is shewn in standing still. 
The first sure symptom of a mind in health, 

1s rest of heart, and pleasure felt at home. 
False Pleasure from abroad her joys imports; 
Rich from within, and self-sustain'd, the true. 
The trxe is fixt, and solid, as a rock; 

Slipp'ry the false, and tossing, as the wave. 
17%, a wild wanderer on earth, like Cain; 
That, hike the fabled, self-enamour'd boy, 
Home- contemplation her supreme delight 
She dreads an interruption from without, 

Smit with her own condition; and the more 
Intense she gazes, still it charms the more. 

No man is happy, till he thinks, on earth 
There breathes not a more happy than hitnself: 
Then envy dies, and love 9 on all; 
And love o'erflowing makes an angel here. 
Such angels all, intitled to repose 
Ou im who governs Fate: tho' tempest frowns, 

| U 2: The” 
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Tho' Nature shakes, how soft to lean on Heav'n! 
To lean on him on whom arch-angels lean ! 
With inward eyes, and silent as the grave, 
They stand collecting ev'ry beam of thought, 
Till their hearts kindle with divine delight ; 
For all their thoughts, like angels, seen of old 
In Israel's dream, come from, and go to, Heav'n: 
Hence, are they studious of sequestred scenes; 
While noise, and dissipation, comfort thee. 

Were all men happy, revellings would cease, 
That opiate for inquietude within. 
Lorenzo! never man was truly blest, 
But it compos'd, and gave him such a cast, 
As Folly might 2 — for want of joy. 
A cast, unlike the triumph of the proud; 
A modest aspect, and a smile at heart. 
O for a joy from thy P/ilauder's spring! 
A spring perennial, rising in the breast, 
And permanent, as pure! no turbid stream 
Of rapt'rous exultation swelling high; 
Which, like land- floods, impetuous pour awhile, 
Then sink at once, and leave us in the mire. 
What does the man, who transient joy prefers ? 
What, but prefer the bubbles to the stream? 

Vain are all sudden sallies of delight; 
Convulsions of a weak, — 2 joy. 
Joy's a fixt state; a tenor, not a start; 
Bliss there is none, but zwxprecarious bliss; 
That is the gem; sell all, and purchase that. 
Why go a begging to contingencies, 
Not gain'd with ease, nor safely lov'd, if gain'd ? 
At good fortuitous, draw back, and pause ; 
Suspect it; what thou canst insure, enjoy; 
And nought but what thou giv'st thyselt, is sure. 
Reason perpetuates joy that reason gives, 
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And makes it as immortal as herself : 
To mortals, nought immortal, but their worth. 
Worth, conscious worth] should abso/utelyreign ; 
And other joys ask leave for their approach; 
Nor, unexamin'd, ever leave obtain. 
Thou art all anarchy; a mob of joys 
Wage war, and perish in intestine broils; 
Not the least promise of internal peace 
No bosom- comfort! or unborrow'd bliss ! 
Thy thoughts are vagabonds; all outward- bound, 
Mid sands, and rocks, and storms, to cruise for 
pleasure; | [gain'd 
If gain'd, dear- bought; and better miss'd than 
Much pain must expiate, what much pain procur'd. 
Fancy, and Sense, from an infected shore, 
Thy cargo bring; and pestilence, the prize, 
Then, such thy thirst (insatiable thirst ! 
By fond indulgence, but inflam'd the more!) 
Fancy still cruises, when poor Sense is tir'd. 
Imagination is the Paphran shop, 
Where fecble Happiness, like Vulcan, lame, 
Bids foul ideas, in their dark recess, 
And hot as hell (which kindled the black fires), 
With wanton art, those fatal arrows form, 
Which murder all thy time, health, wealth, and 
fame, [ are, 
Wouldst thou receive them, other thoughts there 
On angel-wing, descending from above, 
- Which these, with art divine, would counterwork, 
And form cclestial armour for thy peace. 
In ths is seen Imagination's gt; 
Bur who can count her fo//:es ? She betrays thee, 
To think in grandeur there is something great. 
For works of curious art, and antient fame, 
Thy genius hungers, clegantly pain'd ; 
| 
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And foreign climes must cater for thy taste. 
Hence, what disaster: — Tho' the price was paid, 
That persecuting priest, the Tur“ of Rome, 
Whose foot (ye gods!) tho' cloven, must be Kiss d, 
Detain'd thy dinner, on the Latian shore; 

(Such is the fate of honest protestants ! ) 

And poor Magnificence is staru'd to death. 
Hence, just resentment, indignation, ire! — 

Be pacify'd ; if oxzward things are great, 

"F is magnanimity great things to scorn 
Pompous expences, and parades august, 

And courts ; that 83 soil to peace. 
True happiness ne'er enter'd at an eye; 

True happiness resides in things unscen. 

No smiles of Fortune ever blest the bad, 

Nor can her frowns rob Innocence of joys; 

That jewel wanting, triple crowns are poor: 
So tell his Holzness, and be reveng d. 

Pleasure, we both agree, is man's chief good; 
Our only contest, what deserves the name. 
GivePleasure's name to nought, but what has pass'd 
Th' authentic seal of Reason, (which, like Yorke, 
Demurs on what it passes) and defies 
The tooth of Time ; when pass'd, a pleasure still; 
Pearer on trial, lovelier for its age, 

And doubly to be priz'd, as it promotes 

Our future, while it forms our present, joy. 

Some joys the future overcast; and some 

Throw all their beams that way, and gild the tomb. 
Some joys endear eternity; some give | 
Abhorr'd annihilation dreadful charms, 

Are rival joys contending for thy choice ? 

Consult thy whole existence, and be safe; 

That oracle will put all doubt to flight. 

Short is the lesson, tho my lecture long, 
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Be g10d—and let Heav'n answer for the rest. 
Yet, with a sigh o'er all mankind, I grant, 

In this our day of proof, our land of hope, 

The good man has his clouds that intervene ; 

Clouds, that obscure his sublunary day, 

But never conquer: ev'n the best must own, 

Parience, and resignation, are the pillars 

Of human peace on earth. The pillars, these; 

But those of Seth not more remote from thee, 

Till %ig heroic lesson thou hast learnt ; 

To frown at pleasure, and to smile in pairy 

Fir'd at the prospect of unclouded bliss. 

Heav'n, in reversion, like the sun, as yet 

Beneath th' horizon, chears us in this world; 

It Sheds, on souls susceptible of light, 

The glorious dawn of our eternal day. 

This (says Lorenzo) is a fair harangue ; 

But can harangues blow back strong Nature's 

Stream ; 

Or stem the tide Heay'n pushes thro” our veins, 

Whuch sweeps away man's impotent resolvcs, 

« And lavs his labour level with the r r? 

Themselves men make their comment on man— 

kind ; 

And think nought 7s, but what they find at home; 

Thus, weakness to chimzra turns the truth. 

Nothing romantic has the muse prescrib'd. 

Above, Lorenzo saw the man of carth, 

The mortal man; and wretched was the sight. 

To balance that, to comfort, and exalt, 

Now sce the man immortal: him, I mean, 

Who lives as such; whose heart, full-bent on 

Leans all that way, his bias to the stars. | Heav'n, 
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The 19rd dark shades, in contrast set, shall raise 
His lustre more; tho' bright, without a foil. 
Observe his awful portrait, and admire; 
Nor stop at wonder; imitate, and live. 
Some angel guide my pencil, while I draw, 
hat nothing less than angel can exceed, 
A man on carth devoted to the skies, 
Like ships in scas, while iz, above, the world. 
With aspect mild, and elevated eye, 
Benold him scated on a mount serene, 
Above the fogs of Sexsc, and Passion's storm; 
All the black carcs, and tumults, of this life, 
Like harmless thunders, breaking at his feet, 
xcite his pity, not impair his peace. _ 
Farth's genuine sons, the sceptred, and the slave, 
A mingled mob! a wandering herd! he sees 
Bewilder'd in the vale; in all unlike! 
Lis full reverse in all! What higher praise? 
What stronger demonstration of the right? 
Phe present all heir care, the future, As. 
When public welfare calls, or private want, 
{hey give to fame; his bounty he conceals. 
[heir virtues varnish Nature; s, exalt. 
Mankind's esteem 7hey court; and , his own, 
Theirs, the wild chace of false felicities 
Hy, the compos'd possession of the true. 
like throughout is /s consistent peace, 
All of one colour, and an even thread; 
While party-colour'd shreds of happiness, 
With hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
A madman's robe; each wu of fortune blows 
The tatters by, and shews their nakedness. 
H. sces with other eyes, than theirs ; where 
Behold a $1, he spies a Deity; [ they 
What makes hem only smile, makes kim 78 
| cre 
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Where they see mountains, he but atoms sees; 
An empire, in his balance, weighs a grain. 

They things terrestrial worship, as divine ; 

His hopes immortal blow them by, as dust, 

That dims his sight, and shortens his survey, 
Which longs, in infinite, to lose all bound. 

Titles and honours (if they prove his fate) 

He lays aside, to find his dignity ; 

No dignity ey find in aught besides. 

They triumph in externals ( which conceal 

Man's real glory), proud of an eclipse ; 

Himself too much /e prizes, to be proud, 

And nothing thinks so great in man, as mare 
Too dear he holds his int'rest, to neglect 
Another's welfare, or his right invade ; 

Their \nt'rest, like a lion, lives on prey. 

They kindle at the shadow of a wrong; 

Wrong he sustains with temper, looks on Heav'n, 
Nor stoops to think his injurer, his foe ; 

Nought, but what wounds his virtue, wounds his 
A cover'd heart e ir character defends; [ peace. 
A cover'd hcart denies imm half his praise. 

With nakedness is innocence agrees ; 

While therr broad foliage testifies their fall. 
Their no-joys end, where is full teast begins; 
His joys create, theirs murder, future bliss, 

To triumph in existence, /s alone; 

And is alone, triumphantly to think 

His true existence is not yet begun. 

His glorious course was, yesterday, complete; 
Death, then, was welcome, yet Life still is sweet. 
But nothing charms Lorenzo, like the firm, 
Undaunted breast—And whose is that high praise? 
They vield to pleasure, tho' they danger brave, 

And shew no fortitude, but in the field; 
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Tf there they *hew it, tis for glory shown; 
Nor will that cordial always man feir hearts. 
A cordial his sustains, that cannot fail; 
By pleasure unsubdu'd, unbroke by pain, 
He hares in that Omnipotence he trusts. 
All- bearing, all- attempting, till he falls, 
And when he falls, writes vie on his shield. 
From magnanimity, all fear above; 
From nobler recompence, above applarse ; 
W hich owes to man's ort out-look all its charms, 
Backward to credit what he never felt, 
Lorenzo crics,—* Where shines this miracle? 
« From what root rises this Immortal Man? — 
A root that grows not in Lorenzo's ground; 
The root dissctt, nor wonder at the flozw'r. 
He follows Nature (not like © thee), and shews us 
An uninverted system of a man. 
His appetite wears Reasn's golden chain, 
And tinds, in due restraint, its luxury. 
His passion, like an eagle well-reclaim'd, 
Is taught to fly at nought, but infinite. 
Patient his hope, un- anxious is his care, 
His cauiion fearles, and his grief (it grief 
The gods ordain) a stranger to despair. | 
And why ?—Because affection, more than meet, 
His wisdom leaves not disengag'd from Heav'n. 
Those secondary goods that smile on carth, 
He, loving, in proportion, loves in peace. 
They most the world enjoy, who least admire. 
His understanding scapes the common cloud 
Of fumes, arising from a boiling breast; 
His head is clear, because his heart 1s cool, 
By worldly competitions uninflam'd, 


See Page 217. line . 
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The mod'rate movements of his soul admit 
Distinct ideas, and matur'd debate, 
An eye impartial, and an even scale; 
Whence judgment sound, and unrepenting choice. 
Thus, in a double sense, the good are wise; | 
On its own dunghil, wiser than the 299d. 
What, then, the world? It ust be doubly weak; 
Strange truth! as soon would they believe the 
creed, 

Yer thus it 76; nor otherwise can be; 
So far from aught romantic, what I sing. 
Bliss has no being, virtue has no strength, 
But from the prospect of immortal lite, 
Who think earth all, or (what weighs just the same) 
Who care no farther, 2725 prize what it yields; 
Fond of its fancies, proud of its parades, 
Who thinks earth nothing, caz 7 its charms admire; 
He can't a foe, tho' most malignant, hate, 
Because that hate would prove his greater foe, 
"Tis hard for them (yet who so loudly boast 
Good-will to men?) to love their dearest friend; 
For may he not invade their good 5rpreme, 
Where the least jcalousy turns love to gall ? 
All shines to the, that for a scason $shines. 
Each act, cach thought, he questions,“ What 

its weight; 
. * Its colour, What, a thousand ages hence? — 
And what it there appears, he deems it 1020. 
Hence, pure are the recesses of his soul; 
The God-like man has nothing to conceal. 
His virtue, constitutionally deep, | 
Has Hubit's firmness, and Afedtion's flame; 
Angels, ally'd, descend to feed the fire; 
And Deal, which others slays, makes him a God. 
And, 
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And, now, Lorenzo ! bigot of this world ! 
Wont to disdain poor bigots caught by Heav'n! 
Stand by thy corn, and be reduc'd to noug/t : 


For what art thou *— Thou boaster ! While / 


glare, 

Thy gaudy grandeur, and mere worldly worth, 
Like a broad mist, at distance, strikes us most; 
And, like a mist, is nothing when at hand; 
H:s merit, like a mountain, on approach, 
Swells more, and rises nearer to the skies, 
By promise 292%, and, by possession, $907, 
(Too goon, too much, it cannot be) his own. 

From this thy just annihilation rise, 
Lorenzo! rise to Something, by reply. 
The world, thy client, listens, and expects; 
And longs to crown thee with immortal praise. 
Canst thou be silent? No, for t is thine ; 
And Wir talks most, when /east she has to say, 
And Reason interrupts not her career, 
She'll say That mists above the mountains rise; 
And, with a thousand pleasantrics, amusc; 
She'l] sparkle, puzzle, flutter, raise a dust, 
And fly conviction, in the dust she rais'd. 

Wit, how delicious to man's dainty taste? — 
"Tis precious, as the vehicle of sex5e 
But, as its substitute, a dire discase. 
Pernictous talent! Flatter'd by the world, 
By the blind world, which thinks the talent rarc. 
Wisdom is rare, Lorenzo! Wit abounds ; 
Passion can give it; sometimes 2772e inspires 
The lucky flash; and madness rarely fails. 
Whatever cause the spirit strongly stirs, 
Confers the bays, and rivals thy renown. 
For thy renown, twere well, was this the worst; 


Chan 
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Chance often hits it; and, to pique thee more, 1 
Sce Dullness, blundering on vivacities, f 
Shakes her sage head at the calamity, 
Which has expos'd, and let her down to thee. 
But IW:sdom, awful Wisdom! which inspects, 
Discerns, compares, weighs, separates, infers, 
Seizes the right, and holds it to the last; 
How rare ! In scnates, synods, sought in vain; 
Or if there found, 'tis sacred to the ferv. 
While a lewd prostitute to multitudes, 
Frequent, as fatal, Vit in civil life, 
Vi makes an enterprizer; Sense, a man. 

et hates authority; commotion loves, 
And thinks herselt the lightning of the storm. 
in 5/ates, tis dangerous; in religion, death; 
Shall Vit turn Christian, when the dull believe? 
Hense is our helmet, Wit is but the plume; 
The plume exposes, tis our helmet saves. 
Sens is the diamond, weighty, solid, sound; 
When cut by Vit, it casts a brighter beam; 


Yet, .it apart, it is a diamond still. | p 
, widow 'd of Good-5ense, is worse than nought; l 
It Hoists more sail to run against a rock. i 


aus, a half-Chesterfield is quite a fool; 
„„ loin , Fools scorn, and bless their want of wit. 
Hy ruinous the rack I warn thee shun, 

Where Srrens sit, to sing thee to thy fate! 
A 7op, m which our Reason bears no part, 
but u Sorrow tickling, ere it stings. 
et net the cooings of the World allure thee; 
iche of her lovers ever found her true? 
Lat this bad World who little know ;— 
Ang yet, we much must Know her, to be safe. 
1% erxow the World, not love her, is thy point; 

. due gives but little, nor 2 little, long. 


There 
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There is, I grant, a triumph of the pulse; 
A dance of spirits, a mere troth of joy, 
Our thoughtless agitation $ idle cluld, 
That mantles high, that sparkles, and expires, 
Leaving the soul more vapid than before, 
An animal ovation ! such as holds 
No commerce with our rcasen, but subsists 
On juices, thro' the well-ton'd tubes, well->train's, 
A nice machine! scarce ever tun'd aright ; 
And when it 2 Syrens sing no more, 
Thy dance is done; the demi- god is thrown 
(Short apotheosis!) beneath the 77a, 
In coward gloom immers'd, or fell despair. 

Art thou yet dul enough despair to dread, 
And startle at destruction? If thou art, 
Accept a buckler, take it to the field 
(A field of battle is this mortal life) 
When danger threatens, lay it on thy heart 
A single sentence proof against the vor! d. 
„ Soul, body, fortune ! ev'ry good pertains 
To one of these; but prize not all alike ; 
The goods of fortune, to thy body's health, 
Body to soul, and soul submit to God.“ 
Wouldst thou build lasting happiness? do this; 
Th' inverted pyramid can never stand. 

Is this truth doubtful? it outshines the sun; 
Nay, the sun $hines not, but to shuw us this, 
The single lesson of mankind on carth. 
And yet—yet what? no news! mankind is mad , 
Such mighty numbers list against the right, 
(And what can't numbers, when bewitch'd, a- 

chieve ? ) 

They talk themselves to something like belicf, 
That all carth's joys are theirs : as Aren; tool 
Grinn'd from the port, on cv'ry sail his own. 
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They grin, but wherefore ? and how long the 
laugh ? 
Half ignorance, their mirth ; and half, a lic; 
To cheat the world, and cheat themselves, they 
Hard either task! the most abandon'd own, {| smile. 
That others, if abandon'd, are undone ; 
Then, for themselves, the moment Reason wakes, 
(And Providence denies it long repose) 
O how laborious is their gaiety 
They scarce can swallow their ebullient spleen, 
Scarce muster patience to support the farce, 
And pumpsad laughter, till the curtain falls. 
Scarce, did I say * some cannot sit it out; 
Oft their own daring hands the curtain draw, 
And shew us wvhat their joy; by their despair. 
The clotted hair] gor'd breast! blaspheming eye! 
Its impious fury still ahve in death !— 
Shut, shut the shocking scene. - But Heav'n denics 
A cover to such guilt; and so should man. 
ook round, Lo cn g see the recking blade; 
Li invenom'd phial, and the fatal ball; 
heſstrangling cord, and suffocating stream; 
The loathsome rottenness, and foul decays 
From raging riot (slower $uicides!) ; 
And pride in these, more execrable still! 
How horrid all to thought! But horrors, these, 
Thar vouch the truth; and aid my feeble song. 
From vice, sense, fancy, no man can be blest; 
Bliss is too great, to lodge within an hour; 
V hen an immortal being aims at bliss, 
Duration is essential ro the name. 
O tor a Joy from reasen joy from that, 
Which makes man, man; and, exercis'd aright, 
Will make him ores a bountenus joy! that gives, 
ud promises; that weaves, with art divine, 
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The richest prospect into present peace: 
A joy ambitious ! Joy in common held 
With thrones ethereal, and their greater far : 
A joy high-privileg'd from chance, time, death! 
A joy, which Death shall double! Judgment 
crown ! 
Crown'd higher, and still higher, at each stage, 
Thro' blest cternity's long day; yet still, 
Not more remote — Sorrow, than from im, 
Whose lavish hand, whose love stupendous, pours 
So much of Deity on guilty dust. 
There, O my Lucia! may I meet thee there, 
Where not thy presence can improve my bliss ! 
Affects not this the sages of the world ? 
Can nought afe# them, but what foo/s them too? 
Eternity, depending on an hour, 
Makes serious thought man's wisdom, joy, and 
praise. 
Nor need you blush (tho' sometimes your designs 
May shun the light) at your designs on Heav'n 
Sole point ! where over-4as/ful is your blame. 
Are you not 27e *—You know you are: yet hear 
One truth, amid your num'rous schemes, mislaid, 
Or overlook'd, or thrown aside, if secn ; 
Our schemes to plan by s world, or the next, 
« Is the sole diff rence between wise, and fool.“ 
All worthy men will weigh you in /s scale; 
What wonder, then, if they pronounce you ge? 
Is their esteem alone not worth your care? 
Accept my simple scheme of common sense; 
Thus, save your fame, and make two worlds 
your own. 
The world replies not; but the world persiste; 
And puts the cause off to the longest day, 
Planning evasions for the day of doom, 


So 
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So far, at that re-hearing, from redress, 

They then turn wv/tnes5es against themselves. 
Hear that, Lorenzo ! nor be wise to-morrow . 
Haste, haste! A man, by nature, 1s in haste, 
For who shall answer for another lour * 

"Tis highly prudent to make 9xe sure friend; 
Ard that thou canst not do, this side the Sig. 

Ye sons of earth! (nor zung to be mor. ! ) 
Since verse you think from priestcraft somew hat 
Thus, in an age so gay, the muse plain truths | tree, 
(Truths, which, at church, you 77g /t have hoard 

in prosc) 
Has ventur'd into light; well-pleas'd the verse 
Should be forgot, it you the truths retain ; 
And crown her with your welfare, not your praise. 
ut raise she need not fear; 1 see niy fate; 
And hcadlong leap, like Curtius, down the gulph. 
Since many an ample volume, mighty tome, 
ust die; and dic unwept; O thou minute, 
Devorcd page go forth among thy foes; 
G, nobly proud of martyrdom for truth, 
And dic à double death: mankind, incens'd, 
Denics thee long to live: nor shalt thou rest, 
When thou art dead; in Stygian Shades arraign'd 
by Lecrfer, as traitor to his throne ; | 
And hold blasphemer of his friend,— The World, 
The 7772rid, whose legions cost him slender pay, 
And gtr, around his banner swarm; 
Prudent, as Pruss/a, in her zcal for Gaul. 

„ Are all, then, fools?”* Lorenzo cries—Yes, all, 

But such as hold /4/s doctrine, (new to thee ) 
* The mother of true wisdom is the 20¼%7; 
The noblest / elles, a fool without it; 
World-<15d991 much has done, and more may do, 
In arts and scichces, in wars and peace; 

| X 3 But 
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But art and science, like thy wealth, will leave 
And make thee twice a beggar at thy death. [ thee, 1 
This is the most Indulgence can afford. { 
« Thy Wisdom all can do, but mate thee wise.“ 

Nor think this censure is severe on thee ; 


Satan, thy master, 1 dare call a dunce. 


END OF NIGHT THE EIGHTHs 


THE 


CONSOLATION. 


NIGHT | & AND LAST. 
CONTAINING, AMONG OTHER THIN GS, 


I. A MORAL SURVEY OF THE NOCTURNAL 
HEAVENS, 


it, ANIGHT ADDRESS'TO THE DEITY. 


— — —— 
Tu h's Grace 
THE DUKE OF NEWCASTEE, 
(ue of his Majeity's Principal Secretaries of State. 


— 


—Fat is contraria fata rebendens. VI RCS. 
—— ̃ _— — 


IS when a traveller, a long day past, 
4 In painful scarch of what he cannot find, 
At night's approach, content with the next cot, 
Therc ruminates awhile, his labour lost; 
Then, chears his heart with what his fate affords, 
And chaunts his sonnet to deceive the time, 
Till the due scason calls him to repose : 
Thus I, long-travell'd in the ways of men, 


And 
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And dancing, with the rest, the giddy maze, 

Where Disappoiniment smiles at Hape s career; 

Warn'd by the languor of life's ev'ning ray, 

At length, have hous'd me in an humble shed; 

Where, future wand'ring banish'd from my 
thought, 

And waiting, patient, the sweet hour of rest; 


I chase the moments with a serious song. 


Song sooths our pains; and age has pains to sooth. 

When age, care, crime, and friends. embrac'd 
at hcart 
Torn from my bleeding breast, and D-ath's dark. 
Shade, 

Which hovers o'er me, quench th' ethereal fire; 

Canst thou, O N/24 ! indulge one labour-more ? 

One labour more indulge : then sleep, my strain! 

Till, haply, wak'd by Raphae!'s golden lyre, 

Where night, death, age, care, crime, and sorrow 

To bear a part in everjasting lays ; . | exasC, 

Tho' far, far higher set, in aim, LI trust, 

Sy mphonious to this humble prelude ere. 
Has not the muse àsserted pleaſures hurt, 

Like those above; exploding other ov » ? 

Weigh what was urg'd, Lorenzo! fairly weig 

And tell me, hast thou cause to triumph ci? 

I think, thou wilt forbcar a boast so bold. 

But if, beneath the favour of mistake, 

Thy smiie's sincere; not more sincere can be 

Loren smile, than my compass ion for him, 

The sick in body call for aid; the sick 

In ind are covetous of more discasc ; 


h; 


And when at 2eors/, they dream themselves quite 
To #20 ourselves discas'd, is half our curc. [C «7. 
When Nature's blush by cxsom is wip'd off, 

And conscience, deaden'd by repeated strokes, 
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Has into manners nat raliz'd our Crimes; 
The curse of curses is, our curse to love; 
To triumph in the blackness of our guilt, 
(As Indians glory in the deepest jet), 
And throw aside our $er5es, with our peace. 

But, grant no guilt, no shame, no least alloy; 
Grant joy and glory, quite unsully'd, shone, 
Vet, still, it in deserves Lorenzo 's heart. 
No , no glory, glitters in thy sight, 
But thre the thin partition of an hour, 
see its sables wove by Destny, 
And that in sorrow bury'd; is, in shame; 
While howling ſarles ring the doleful knell; 
And Cyrnicrence, now so soft, thou scarce canst 


Hur whisper, echocs their eternal peal. { hear 
Where, the prime actors of the last year's 
scene? 


Their port so proud, their buskin, and their plume? 
How many seh, who kept the world awwate 
With lustre, and with noise! has Death proclaim'd 
A truce, and hung his sated lance on high? 
'Þ'is brandish'd e still; nor shall the present year 
Be more tenacious of her human leaf, 
Or spread of fecble life a thinner fall. 

But, ncedless, monuments to wake the thought; 
Life's gare scenes speak man's mortality: 
Thy" in a style more florid, full as plain, 
As mausoleums, pyramids, and tombs. 
What are our noblest ornaments but deaths 
Turn'd flatterers of life, in paint, or marble, 
The well-stain'd canvas, or the tcatur'd stone? 
Our fathers grace, or rather haunt, the scene; 
Joy peoples her pavilion from the dead. 

« Profest diversions ! cannot these escape? — 
Far from it: these present us with a shroud 

n 
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And talk of death like garlands o'er a graves 
As some bold plunderers, for bury'd v2 alth, 
We ransack tombs for pusiime; from the dust 
Call up the sleeping hero; bid him tread 

The scene for our ainusement : how like gods 
We xit;z and, wrapt in immortality, 

Shed gen'rous tears on wretches born to die; 
Their fate deploring, to forget our 92vn * 

What all the pomps and triumphs of our lives, 
But legacies in blossom? our lean soil, 
Luxuriant grown, and rank in vanitics, 

From friends intcrr'd beneath ; a rich manure | 
Like other worms, we banquet on the dead; 
Like other wornzis, shall we crawl on, nor know 
Our present frailties, or approaching fate! 

Lorenzo! $uch the glorics of the world! 
What is the world itself? / world? -a grave ! 
Where is the dust that has not been alive 
The spade, the plough, disturb our ancexwors z 
From human mould we reap our daily bread, 
The globe arcund Earth's hollow surface shakes, 
And is the ceiling of her lecping song. 

O' er devastation we blind revels keep , 

Whole bury'd towns support the dancer's heel. 
The moi? of human frame the sun exha!cs>; 
Winds scatter, thro' the mighty void, the ry 
Earth re-posscsscs part of what she gave, 

And the frecd spirit mounts on wings of ure ; 
Each clement partakes our scatter'd spouls ; 

As nature wide our ruins spread ; man's #215 
Inhabits all things, but the thought of man. 

Nor man alone, his breathing bust expires, 
His tomb is mortal; empires die: where, now, 
The Roman! Greek? they talk, an empty name! 
Let few regard them in tlus uscful light; 


Tho 
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Tho? half our learning is %% epitaph. 

When down thy valegunlock'd by midnight thought, 
That loves to wander in thy sunless reaims, 

O Death ] stretch my view ; what visions rise! 
What triumphs! toils imperial! arts divine! 

In wither'd laurels, glide before my sight! 

What lengths of far-tam'd ages, billow'd high 
With human agitation, roll along 

In unzubstanrial images of air! 

The melancholy ghosts of dead renown, 
Whip*ring faint echoes of the World's applause, 
With penitential aspect, as they pass, 

point at carth, and hiss at human pride, 

The wisdorn of the 20, and prancings of the great. 

But, O Lorenzo! far the rest above, 

Or ghastly nature, and enormous size, 

One form assaults my sight, and chills my blood, 
And hake my frame. Of 9ue departed world 
I «ce the mighty shadow; o wreath 

And dismal sea-weed crown her; o'er her urn 
Rectin d, he weeps her desdlated realms, 

And bioated sons; and, Weeping, prophesies 
Another's dissolution, soon, in flames. 

But, like Cassandra, prophesies in vain; 

In vin, to many; not, I trust, to thee. 

For, know 'st thou not, or art thou 2%, to know, 
The great decree, the counzel of the skies? 
Dro and conflagratioz, dreadtu} pow'rs ! 
Prime ministers of rengeance ! chain'd in caves 
Distinct, apart the giant-furics roar z 
Apart; or, such their horrid rage for ruin, 

In mutual conflict would they rise, and wage 
Jeternal war, till one was quite devour'd. 
But not for /i, ordain'd their boundless rage; 
Wen Heoav'ns inferior instruments of wrath, 

| War, 
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War, famine, pestilence, are found too weak 
To scourge a world for her enormous crimes, 
These are let loose, alternate : down they rush, 
Swift and tempestuous, from th' eternal throne, 
With irresistible commission arm'd, 

The world, in vain corrected, to destroy, 

And ease creation of the shocking scene. 

Seest thou, Lorenzo ! what depends on man 3? 
The fate of Nature; as, for man, her i. 
Earth's actors change earth's transitory scenes, 
And make creation groan with human guilt. 
How must it groan, in a new deluge waelm'd, 
But not of waters! at the destin'd hour, 

By the loud trumpet summon'd to the charge, 
See, all the formidable sons of fire, 

Eruptions, earthquakes, comets, lightnings, play 
Their various engines; all at once disgorge 
Their blazing magazines; and take, by storm, 
This poor terrestrial citadel of man. 

Amazing period! when each mountain-height 
Out-burns FVesuvius; rocks eternal pour 
Their melted mass, as rivers once they pour'd ; 
Stars rush; and final Ruin fiercely drives 
Her ploughshare o'er creation !—while aloft, 
More than astonishment ! if more can be 
Far other firmament than e'er was seen, 

Than e'er was thought by man! far other 5:ars / 
Stars animate, that govern these of fire; 

Far other $zx -A sun, O how unlike 

The babe at Bethle m] how unlike the man 
That groan'd on Calvary !—yet he it is; 

That man of sorrows! O how chang'd! what 
In grandeur terrible, all Heav'n descends ! { powp ' 
And gods, ambitious, triumph in his train. 
A swift archangel, with his golden wing, 


A 
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As blots and clouds, that darken and disgrace 
The scene divine, Sweeps stars and suns aside. 
And now, all dross remov'd, Heav'ns own pure 
Full on the confines of our æther, flames. day, 
While (dreadful contrast!) far, how far bencath ! 
Hell, bursting, belches forth her blazing scas, 
And storms sulphureous ; her voracious jaws 
Expanding wide, and roaring for her prey. 
Lorenzo] welcome to this scene; the last 
In Nature's course; the first in Wisdom's thought. 
This strikes, if aught can strike thee ; his awakes 
The most supine ; this snatches man from death. 
Rouze, rouze, Lorenzo, then! and follow me, 
Where truth, the most momentous man can hear, 
Loud calls my soul, and Ardor wings her flight. 
I find my inspiration in my theme; 
The grandeur of my subject is my muse. 
At midnight, when mankind is wrapt in peace, 
And worldly fancy feeds on golden dreams, 
To give more dread to man's most dreadful hour, 
At midnight, tis presum'd, this pomp will burst 
From tenfold darkness; sudden as the spark 
From smitten steel; from nitrous grain, the blaze. 
Man, starting from his couch, shall sleep no more ! 
The day is broke, which never more shall close! 
Above, around, bencath, amazement all ! 
Terror and glory join'd in their extremes ! 
Our Gop in grandeur, and our wor/d on fire! 
All nature struggling in the pangs of death! 
Dost thou not hear her ? dost thou not deplore 
Her strong convulsions, and her final groan ? 
Where are we z9%%? ah me! the ground is gone 
On which we stood, Lorenzo] while thou may'st 
Provide more firm support, or sink for ever ! | 
here! 
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Where? how? from whence? vain hope! it is 
too late! | 

Where, where, for shelter, shall the guilty flee, 
When consternation turns the Fo9d man pale? 

Great day! for which all other days were made; 
For which earth rose from chaos ; man from earth; 
And an eternity, the date of gods, 
Descended on poor carth-created man ! 
Great day of dread, decision, and despair ! 
At thought of thee, cach sublunary wish 
Lets go its eager grasp, and drops the world; 
And catches at each reed of hope in Heav'n, 
At 1hought of thee !—and art thou absext, then? 
Lorenzo! No; tis here Hit is begun; 
Already 1s begun the grand assize, 
In thee, in all: deputed conscience scales 
The dread tribunal, and forestals our doom; 
Forestalls ; and, by forestalling, proves it sure. 
Why on himself should man v9/4 judgment pass? 
Is idle Nature laughing at her sons? 
Who Consceace sent, her sentence will support, 
And Gob above assert that God in man. 

Thrice happy they! that enter 2% the court 
Hcav'n opens in their bosoms ; but, how rare, 
Ah me! that magnanimiry, how rare | 
What hero, like the man who stands himself: 
Who dares to mect his naked heart alone ? 
Who hears, intrepid, the full charge it brings 
Revolv'd ro Silence future murmurs there ? 
he coward flees; and, flecing, is undone. 
{ Arr thoy a coward ? No): the coward flees; 
Thinks, but think=-:hghtly; asks, but fears to 4/2970; 
Asks, What is {ruth ?'” with Pilate ;, and 

retires ; | 
| Disgolves 
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Dissolves the court, and mingles with the throng ; 
Asylum sad! from Reason, Hope, and Heav'n. 
Shall all, but man, look out with ardent eye, 
For that great day, which was ordain'd for man! 
O day of consummation! mark supreme 
(If men are wise) of human thought ! nor least, 
Or in the sight of angels, or their K1NG ! 
Angels, whose radiant circles, height o'er height, 
Order o'er order rising, blaze o cr blaze, 
As in a theatre, surround this scene, 
Intent on man, and anxious for his fate, 
Angcls look out for thee. For thee, their LORD, 
To vindicate his glory; and for thec, 
Creation universal calls aloud, 
To dis- involve the moral world, and give 
To Nature's renovation brighter charms. 
Shall man alone, hose fate, whose fral fate, 
Hangs on that hour, exclude it from his thought ? 
I think of nothing ebe; I sce! I feel it 


All Nature, like an carthquake, trembling round! 


All Deitics, like summer'sswarms, on wing! 
All basKing in the full meridian blaze 

1 sce the Jug inthron'd! the flaming guard! 
The volume open'd! open'd every heart ! 

A sun-bcam pointing out cach secret thought! 
No patron ! intercessor none now past 

Fhe $weet, the clement, mediatorial hour! 

For guilt no plea! to pain, no pause! no bound 
Incxoradble, all ' and all, extreme! 

Nor man alone; the foc of God and man, 
From his dark den, blaspheming, drags his chain, 
And rears his brazen front, with thunder scarr'd; 
Receives his sentenęc, and beg1x5 his hell. 

All vengeance pact, now, Seems abundant grace! 
Like metcors In «a »turmyv sKy, how roll 
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His baleful eyes! he curses whom he dreads; 
And deems it the first moment of his fall. 
'Tis present to my thought !—and, yet, where 
Angels can't tell me; angels cannot guess (is it? 
The period; from created beings lock'd 
In darkness. But the process, and the place, 
Are less obscure; for these may man inquire. 
Say, thou great close of human hopes and fears! 
Great key of hearts! great finisher of fates! 
Great end! and great beginning! say, where art 
Art thou in time, or in eternity? | (thou? 
Nor in eternity, nor time, I find thee, 
These, as two monarchs, on their borders meet, 
(Monarchs of all elaps'd, or un-arriv'd !) 
As in debate, how best their pow'rs ally'd, 
May $well the grandeur, or discharge the wrath, 
Of uin, whom both their monarchies obey. 
Time, this vast fabric for him built (and doom'd 
With him to fall) ow bursting o'er his head; 
His lamp, the sun, extinguish'd ; from beneath 
The frown of hidcous darkness, calls his sons 
From their long slumber; from earth's heaving 
To second birth; contemporary throng! | womb 
Rouz'd at one call, upstarting from one bed, 
Prest in one croud, appall'd with one amaze, 
He turns them o'er, Eternity! to thee, 
Then (as a king depos'd disdains to live) 
He falls on his own scythe; nor falls a/oze ; 

His greatest foe falls with him; Time, and he 
Who murder'd all Time's offspring, Death expire, 
TimE was i ETERNITY now reigns atone ! 

Awful Eternity! offended queen |! 
And her resentment to mankind, how just! 
With kind intent soliciting access, 

How often has she knock'd at human hearts 
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Rich to repay their hospitality, 

How often call'd! and, with the voice of G9! 

Vet bore repulsc, excluded as a cheat! 2 

A dream ! while foulest foes found welcome here 7 

A dream a cheat, now, all things, but her smile. 
For, lo! her twice ten thousand gates, thrown 

As thrice from Iudus to the frozen pole, [| wide 

With banners, streaming as the comer 's blaze, 

And clarions, louder, than the de-p in storms, 

Sonorous, as immortal breath can blow, 

Pour fourth their myriads, potentates, and pow rs, 

Of light, of darkness; in,a middle field, 

Wide, as Creation ! populous, as wide! 

A neutral region! there ro mark th event 

Of that great drama, whose preceding scenes 

Detain'd them close spectators, thro' a length 

Of ages, rip'ning to this grand result; 

Ages, as yet unnumber'd, but by God ; 

Who now, pronouncing sentence, Vindicates 

'The rights of virtue, and his own renown. , 
ETERNITY, the various sentence past, 

Assigns the scver'd throng distinct abudes, 

Sulphurcous, or ambrosial, What ensues ? 

The deed predominant ! the deed of deeds ! 

Which makes a hell of Hell, a heav'n of Henan A 

The goddess, with determin'd aspect, turns 

Her adamantine key's enormous size 

Thro* destiny's inextricable wards, 

Deep-driving ev'ry bolt, on both their fates. 

Then from the crystal battlements of Heav'n, 

Down, down, she hurls it thro" the dark profound, 

Ten thousand thousand fathom; there to rust, 

And nc'er unlock her resolution more. 

Vic deep resounds, and Hell, thro' all her glooms, 

Rerturus, in groans, the melancholy roar, | 
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O how unlike the chorus of the skies! 
O how unlike those shouts of joy, that shake 
The whole ethereal ! How the concave rings ! 
Nor strange! when Deities their voice exalt z 
And louder far, than when Creation rose, 
To see Creation's godlike aim, and end, 
So well accomplish'd ! so divincly clos'd ! 
To sce the mighty Dramatist's last act 
(As meet) in glory rising o'er the rest. 
No fancied God, a Go b indeed, descends, 
To solve all 4s; to strike the moral home; 
To throw full day on darkest scenes of Time ; 
To clear, commend, exalt, and crown, the whole, | 
Hence, in one peal of loud, cternal praise, 
The charm'd spectators thunder their applause, 


And the vast void beyond, applause resounds. 
IW hat then am I? 


Amidst applauding worlds, 
And worlds celcstial, is there found on carth, 
A pecvich, dissonant, rebellious string, 
Which jars iu the grand chorus, and complains? 
Censure on thee, ne I suspend, 
And turn it on Myself; how greatly due; 
All, all is / gt, by God ordain'd, or done; 
And who, but God, resum'd the friends he gave? 
And have I been complaining, then, $0 long *— 
Complaining of his favours; pain, and death? 
Who, without parn's advice, would c'er be good? 
Who, without death, but would be good in vain? 
Pain is to save from pain; all punishment, 
To make our peace; and death to save from death; 
And second death, to guard immortal life; 
To rouze the careless, the presumptuous awe, 
And turn the tide of souls another wav; 
By the same tenderness divine ordain'd, 
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That planted Eden, and high-bloom'd for man 
A fairer Eden, endless in the skies. | 
Heav'n gives us friends to bless the present scene; 
Resumes them, to prepare us for the at. | 
All evils zatural are moral goods . | 
All discipline, indu{gence, on the whole, | 
None are unhappy; all have cause to smile, 
But such as to themselves that cause deny. 
Our faults are at the bottom of our parns z 
Error, in act, or judgment, is the source 
Of endless sighs : we gin, or we mtake, 
And Nature tax, when false Opinion stings, 
Let impious grief be banish'd, joy indulg'd, 
But chiefly then, when grief puts in her claim, 
Joy, from the joyous, frequently betrays, 
Oft lives in vanity, and dies in woe. 
Joy, amidst ils, corroborates, exalts; 
'Tis joy, and conquest; Joy, and virtue too, 
A noble fortitude in z//s delights 
Heay*n, earth, ourselves; 'tis duty, glory, peace. 
Afiction is the good man's shining scene; 
Prosperity conceals his brightest ray; 
As night to stars, woe lustre gives to man. 
Heroes in battle, pilots in the storm, 
And Virtue in calamities, admire. 
The crown of manhood is a winter- joy; 
An cvergreen, that stands the northern blast, 
And blossoms in the rigour of our fate. 
Tis a prime part of happiness, to Know 
How much unhappiness u prove our lot ; 
A part which few possess ! I'll pay life's tax, 
Without one rebel murmur, from this hour, 
Nor think it misery to be a aun; 
Who thinks 7775, shall never be a God. 
Some ills we wish tor, when we wish to live, 
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What spoke proud Passion F—* Wish my 
e being lost! | 

Presumptuous! blasphemous! absurd! and false! 
The triumph of my soul is, — That I am; | 
And — that I may be—IWhat? Lorenzo ! 
Look inward, and look deep; and deeper still; 
Unfathomably deep our treavure runs 
In golden veins, thro' all eternity 
Ages, and ages, and succceding still 
New ages, chere this phantom of an hour, 
W hich courts, cach night, dull slumber for repair, 
Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praise, 
And fly thro' infinite, and all unlock; 
And (vf dezerv'd) by Heav'n's redundant love, 
Made half-adorable itself, adore 
And find, in adoration, endless joy ! 
Where thou, not master of a moment /- 74, 
Frail as the flow'r, and fleeting as the yalc. 
May'st boast a <vhole eternity, inrich'd 
With all a 4/7z4 Omnipotence can pour. 
Since Adam fell, no mortal. un-inspir'd, 
Has ever yet conceiv'd, or ever hall, 
How kind is Gob, how great (if good) 1» 27747, 
No man too largely from Heay'n >» Jove can es, 
It whar is hop” d he labours to S crrre, 

Ill: ?—There are none + A47/-grations 7 nou 

from thee; 

From man full many ! num'rous is the: race 
Of blackest ills, and those immortal tow, 
Begot by Madness on fair Lib; 
Heav'n's daughter, hel-debauch'd ! r hand along 
Unlocks destruction to the sons of men, 
Fact barr'd by thine; high-wall'd with adamant, 


* Referring to the First Night. 
Guarded 
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Guarded with terrors reaching to this world, 
And cover'd with the thunders of thy law; 


Whose threats are mercies, whose injunCtions, 


guides, 

Assisting, not restraining, Reason's choice; 
Whose sanctions, unavoidable results 
From Nature's course, indulgently reveal'd ; 
If unreveal'd, more dang*rous, nor less sure. 
Thus, an indulgent father warns his sons, 
Do this; flce that - nor always tells the cause; 
Pleas'd to reward, as duty to his will, 
A conduct needful to their own repose. 

Great Gop of wonders! (if, thy /9we survey'd, 
Aught else the name of wonderful retains) 
What rocks are these, on which to build our trust? 
Thy ways admit no blemish; none J find; 
Or this alone—* That none is to be found.“ 
Not one, to soften Cengure's hardy crime; 
Not one, to palliate peevish Grief 's complaint, 
Who, like a dæmon, murm'ring from tie dust, 
Darcs into judgment call her judge. pbreme / 
For bless thee z most, for the severe; 
© Her death—my own at hand—tije fiery gulph, 
That flaming bound of wrath Omnipotent! 
It thunders but it thunders to preserve; 
It strengthens what it strikes; its wholsome dread 
Averts the dreaded pain; its hideous groans 
Join Heav'n's sweet halleluiahs in thy praise, 
Great ourcè of good alone ! how kind in all! 
In vengeance kind! pain, death, Gehenna, save. 

Thus, in thy world material, Mighty Mind! 
Not that alone which solaces, and lunes, 
Ihe ror h and gloomy challeuges our praise. 
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The winter is as needful as the rin; 
The thunder, as the sun; a Stagnate mass 
Of vapours breeds a pestilential air 
Nor more propitious the favonian breeze 
To Nature's health, than purifying storms ; 
The dread volcano ministers to good, 
Its smother'd flames might undermine the world; 
Loud Anas fulminate in love to man 
Comets good omens are, when duly scann'd | | 
And, in their use, eclipses learn to shine. 
Man is responsible for //s receiv'd ; | 
Those we call wretched are a chosen band, 
Compell'd to refuge in the 11 gt, for peacc. 
Amid my list of blessings infinite, Led.“ 
Stand this the foremost, That my heart has 
*Tis Hcav'n's last effort of good-will to man; 
When pain can't bless, Heav'n quits us in despair, 
Who fails to grieve, when just occasion calls, 
Or grieves too much, deserves not to be blest ; 
Inhuman, or effeminate, his heart ; 
Reason absolves the grief, which Rear ends. | 
May Heav'n ne'er trust my friend with happincss, 1 
Till it has taught him how to bear it well, 
Py previous pain; and made it -afe to Sn. 
ech smiles are mine, and guα may they remain; 
Nor hazard their extinction, from excess. 
My change of „cart a change of 5/3/- demands; 
The Consolation cancels the Complaint, 
And makes a convert of my guilty song. 
As when oer-labour'd, and inclin'd to breathe; 
A panting traveller, some rising ground, 
Some small ascent, has gain'd, he turns him round, 
And measures with his eye the various vale, 
The fields, woods, meads, and rivers he has past; 
And, 
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And, satiate of his journey, thinks of home 
Endear'd by distance, nor affects more toil; 
Thus 1, though small, indecd, 1s that ascent 
The muse has gain'd, review the paths she trod; 
Various, extensive, beaten but by few; | 
And, conscious of her prudence in repose, 
Pause; and with pleasure meditate an end, 
Though still remote; so fruitful is my theme. 
'Thro' many a field of oral, and diving, 
The muse has stray'd; and much of 5orrow seen 
In human ways; and much of false and vain; 
W hich none, who travel this bad road, can miss, 
O'er friends deceas'd full heartily she wept; 
Of love divine the wonders she display d; 
Prov'd man immortal ; $hew'd the Sowree of joy; 
The grand tribunal rais'd; assign'd the bounds 
Of human grief: in few, to close the whole, 
The moral muse has shadow'd out a sketch, 
Though not in form, nor with a Raphael-stroke, 
Of most our weakness needs believe, or do, 
In this our land of travel, and of hope, 
For peace on earth, or prospect of the Sies. 
What then remains: - Much! much! a mighty 
debt Care thine ; 
To be discharg'd: these thoughts, O NVig At! 
From thee they came, like lovers secret sighs, 
While others slept. So, Cynthia (poets Ain) 
In shadows veil'd, e e from her sphere, 
Her shepherd chcar'd ; of her enamour'd less, 
Than I of thee.-—And art thou still unsung, 
Bencath whose brow, and by whose aid, Ising? 
Immorah silence! Where shall I begin? 
Where end? or how steal musick from the spheres, 
o zooth their goddess; 
O majestie 
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O majestic Ng? 
Nature's great ancestor! Day's elder-born! 
And fated to survive the transient sun 
By mortals and immortals, scen with awe! 
A starry crown thy raven-brow adorns, [ loom: 
An azure zone, thy waist ; clouds, in Heav'n's 
Wrought thro' varieties of shape and shade, 
In ample folds of drapery divine, 
Thy flowing mantle nah and, Hcav'n throughout, 
Voluminously pour thy pompous train. 
Thy gloomy grandeurs (Nature's most august, 
Inspiring aspect!) claim a grateful verse; 
And, like a sable curtain starr'd with gold, 
Drawn o'er my labours past, shall close the scene. 
And what, O man ! so wort to be sung? 
What more prepares us for the songs of Hcav'n 7 
Creation of archangels is the theme ! 
What, to be sung, so needſul? What so well 
Celestial joys prepares us to sustain ? 

he soul of man, His face design'd to sce, 
Who gave these wonders to be scen by man, 
Has „ere a previous scene of objects grea?, 
On which to dwell; to stretch to that expanse 


Of thought, to rise to that exalted height 
Of admiration, to contract that awe, 


And give her whole capacities that strength, 

Which best may qualify for nal jov. 

The more our spirits arc inlarg'd on -47t/, 

The deeper draught shall they receive of Hear. 
Heaw'n's K1NG ! Whose face unveil'd consum- 

mates bhss ; 

Redundant bliss! which fills that mighty void, 

The whole creation leaves in human hearts ! 

Thov, who didst touch the hp of Jesse's son, 

Wrap 
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ITY rapt in sweet contemplation of these fires, 
And «ct his harp in concert with the spheres 
While of thy works material the supreme 

| dare attempt, assist my daring song. 

Loose me from earth's mcltozurcy From the Suu 
Contratted circle set my heart at large 
Eiminate my spirit, give it range 

Through provinces of thought yet unexplor'd; 
Teach me, by this stupendous Sc: Aviding, 
Creartton's £0 Iden steps, to climb to THEE, 
Teach me with ar? great nature to controul, 
And sprcad a justre o'er the shadcs of 1. ht. 
Feel I thy kind assent? and shall the $777 

Be scen at midnight, rising in wy song? 

Lorenzo ! come, and warm thee : thou, Whose 
hear r, 

Whoxse //tt/e heart, is moor'd within a nook 

Gt this obscure terrestrial, anchor weigh. 
Another occan calls, a 27 ler port; 

Jam thy pilot, I thy prosp' rous £ Kale. 

Gainfu) thy vovage through yon azure main; 
Main, without tempe 57, pirate, rock, or chores 
And whence thou may st import eternal! we * Eh ; 
And leave to hergar '«< winds the pearl and v7 2 
Thy travels dost thou boast o'er foreign rea ms 
Thou stranger to the ævorld thy tour begin; 
Thy tour through Nature's universal orb. 
Nature delineates her whole chart at |: TC, 

On soaring souls, that sail among the spher es 
And man how purblind, if unknown the wi ale 
Who cireles spacious earth, then travels /e 
Shall own, he never was from /me before 
Come, my Promethers, from thy pointed rock 
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Of ſalse ambition if unchain'd, we'll mount; 
We'll, innocently, steal celestial hire, 
And kindle our devotion at the Sars; 
A theft that shall not chain, but set thee free, 

Above our atmosphere's intestine wars, 
Rain's fountain-iicad, the magazine of hail, 
Abore the northern nests of feather'd snows, 
The brew of thunders, and the flaming forge 
That forms the crooked lightning; *bove the caves 
Where infant tempests wait their growing wings, 
And tune their tender voices to that roar, 
Which soon, perhaps, shall shake a guilty world 
Above misconstru'd omens of the sky, 
Far- travell'd comets calculated blaze, 
Elance thy thought, and think of zzore than au. 
'Thy soul, till now, contracted, wither'd, Shrunk, 
Blighted by blasts of car-A's unwholsome air, 
Will blossom „ere; spread all her facultics 
To these bright ardors; cv'ry power unfold, 
And rise into sublimities of thought; 
Stars teach, as well as Shine. At Nature's birth, 
This their commdsion ran“ Be kind ro man.” 
Where art thou, poor benighted traveller? 
The stars will light thee; tho' the 9:99x Should fail, 
Where art thou, more benighted! more astray! 
In ways immoral ? The stars call thee back; 
And, if obey'd their counsel, set thee right. 

'T his prospect vast, what is it? — Weigh'daright, 
'Tis Nature's system of divinity, 
And cry student of the 2% kt inspires. 
Tis e/der scripture, writ by Gobp's own hand; 
Scripture authentic! uncorrupt by man. 
Lareazo! with my radius (che rich gift 
Ot thought nocturnal!) I'll point out ro thee 
Its various lessons; some that may surprize A 
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Ati un-adept in mysterics of Nighr 5 
Little, perhaps, expected in her school, 
Nor thought to grow on planct, or on star. 
Bulls, lions, scorpions, monsters here we feign; 
Oursclves more monstrous, not to see what here 
Exists Inga lecture to mankind. 

Wat read we hore f- -Th' existenceof a Gop? -- 
Yes; and of other beings, man above; 
Natives of Zther ! sons of higher climes ! 
And, what may move Lorenzs's wonder more, 
Ertynity is written in the skies. 
And whose eternity *—Lorenzo | thine ; 
Manhind's Eternity. Nor faith alone, 
Firtne grows here; here springs the sov reign cure 
Ot almost ev'ry vice; but, chiefly #/47ne; 

Wrath, pride, ambition, and impure desire. 
Lorenzo! thou canst wake at midnight too, 
Tho” not on moral; bent: Ambition, Pleasure! 

Thos tyrants I for thee so lately fought, 
Atﬀord their harrass'd slaves but slender rest. 
1/54, to whom midnight is z777moral noon, 

And the sun's noon-tide blaze, prime dawn of day; 
Not by thy climate, but capricious crime, 
Commencing one of our Au “x 

In thy nocturnal rove, one moment halt, 

"DT wixt stage and stage, of riot, and cabal; 

And lift thine eve (it bold an eye to lift, 

If bold to mect the face of mjur'd Heav'n) 

To yonder stars: for other ends they shine, 
Than to light revellers from shame to shame, 
And, thus, be made aecomplices in 
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Why from von arch, that infinite of space, 

With infinite of lucid orbs replete, 
Which ser the living armament on fire, 

At the first glancc, in SUCH ange helm 

Of wonderful, on man's ast Kofi dacht, 

Rushes Omnipoience Fo curb cur prid?, 

Our reason rouze, and lead it to that lower, 
Whose love lets ce, wn these silver chains of light 
To draw up man's ambition to Hin, 

And bind our c atfc 6119115 to his throne, 
Thus thc three virtucs, least alive on carth, 

And welcom'd on heav'n's coast with most applausc, 
An humble, price, and heav' niy-minded cart, 
Arc here 1 InSpIr d: And canst thou gui too long? 

Nor stands thy ue depri, 'd of its reprovt, 

Or un-upbraided by t his radiant choir. 
The plancts of each system rc present 
Kind neighbours; mutual amity prev alls; 
Sweet interchange: of rays, receiv d, return d ; 
Enliglit ning, 2 and cenlighren'd All, at once, 
Attractini 2, and attracted! Patr otelik y 
None sins against the welfare of the wit les 
Bur, their reciprecal, unselti>h aid, 
Aﬀords an emblem o millenaial love. 
Nothing in nature, much! less cnιαE;sl being, 
Was c'er created solely for itself: 
Thus man its $Verergn duty Icurns in this 
Material picture of benevolence. 

And know, of «al! our supercilious race, 
Thou most whammevic ! thou wasp of men! 
Man's angry heart, 15þedtc , would be found 
As rightly ct, as arc the starry sphercs; 

*Tis Nature s structure, broke | by stubborn 207%, 
Breeds all that un- celestia] discord H. 
Wilt thou not feet the bias Naizre gave ? 
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Cant that descend from converse with the skies, 
An seite thy brother's throat for what—a cloud, 
An inch of earth ? The planets cry © Forbear.” 
They chase our double darkness; Nature's gloom, 
And (kinder stil!) our zte//edtual night. 

And «cc, Day's amiable sister sends 
Her invitation, in the softest rays 
Of mitigared lustre; courts thy sight, 

Which sufters from her tyrant-brother's blaze. 
Nizht grants thee the full freedom of the skies, 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye ; 

With gain, and joy, She bribes thee to be wise. 
Nizht opes the noblest scenes, and sheds an awe, 
Which gives those venerable scenes full weight, 
And deep reception, in th' intender'd heart, 
While light pecps thro” the darkness, like a spy, 
And darkness shews its grandeur by the light, 
Nor is the profe greater than the 797, 

It human hearts at glorious objects glow, 

And admiration can inspire delight. 

W hat spcak I ee e. [, this moment, fecl? 
With plcasing stupor first the soul 13 struck, 
(Stupor ordam'd to make her truly wise!) 
Then into transport starting from her trance, 
With love, and admiration, how she glows ! 

This gorgeous apparatus ! this display! 

This ostentation of creative Pow'r ! 

This theatre hat eye can take it in? 

By what divine enchantment was It rais'd, 
For minds of the first magnitude to launch 

In endless speculation, and adore ? 

One sun by dav, by night ven thozrsand shine; 
And light us deep into the DEITY, 

How boundless in magnificence and might! 

O what a confluence of ctherial tires, 

.&'$ From 
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From urns un-number'd, down the steep of heav'n; 

Streams to a point, and centres in my sight! 

Nor tarrics Je; | feel it at my Art. 

My heart, at once, it humbles, and exalts ; 

Lays it in dust, and c: Als it to the „ics. 

Who sees it, unexalted, and unaw'd? 

Who sces ir, and can stop at what is scen? 

Material offspring of G1721polence / 

Inauimate, all-animating birth! 

Work w orthy Him who made it! we orthy prac ! 

All praise! Praisc more than human! nor deny'd 

Thy praise Divine /—but tho' man, drown d in 

WIthholds his homage, not a/ore | wake; {sleepz 

Bright legions swerm unsccn, and sing, unheard 

By mortal car, the giorious Architect, 

In this his universal temple, hung 

With lustres, with innumerable liyhrs, 

That shied religion on the soul; at once 

The vm and the preacher ! O how loud 

It calls devotion ! genuine growth of 27g A! 
Devotion! daughter of Astro nomy 

An eitel Ht aSTUNOUONCY 15 Had. 

Truc ; all things speak a Gov; but in the small, 

Men trace out Him ; in great, He scites man. 

SCI7u5, and clIcvates, and raps, and tills 

With new enqu uries, "Mid associates NEW, 

Il] me, ye stars! ye plants! tell me, all 

Yestarr'v, and pluncted, inhabicants! What is ut ? 

Maat are these sons of Wonder? 8: , proud arch“ 

(Within whosc azure palaces they dwell) 

Built with Divine ambition ! in disdain 

Of lünit built! built in the taste of Heay'n ! 

Vast concave ! ample dome! wast thou design'd 


A Meet apartment for the Dir * WSU 


Noi so; that tought along thy state impairs, 


Tay 
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Thy Joy sinks, and $hallows thy profound, 
And Streightens thy dfusive, dawarts the whole, 
And makes an universe an orrery. 
But when I drop mine eye, and look on man, 
Thy right regain'd, thy grandeur is restor'd, 
O Nature ! wide flies off th expanding round, 
As when whole magazincs, at once, arc fir'd, 
The smitten air is hollow's by the blow; 
The vast displosion dissipates the clouds. 
Shock d Ether's billows dash the distant skies; 
Thus (but far more) th' expanding round flies off, 
And leaves a mighty void, a spacious wuinb, 
Might teem with new creation ; ; re-mtiam 4 
Thy luminarics triumph, and assume 
Divinity themselves. Nor was it strange, 
Matter high-wrougit to such $w ing pomp, 
Such godlike glory, Stole the SLY le ot g0ds, 
From ages dark, obtuse, and stecp'd in Sense ; 
For, sure, to suse, they truly arc divine, 
And half-absolv'd idolatry from guilt ; 
Nay, turn'd it into virtue, Such | It Was 
In those, who put forth all they had of 22ax 
Unlost, 10 lift their tho ught, nor mounted niger; 
But, weak of wing, on plancts perch'd; and thought 
V kat was their highest, must be their ador d. 
But they how <veak, who could no higher mount! 
And arc there, then, Lorenzs / those, | to hom 
U: nSeun, and uncxiStent, arc the same? 
And, it incomprehensible | is join'd, 
VW ho dare pronounce it madness, to Celle ? 
Why has the mighty Builder thrown aside 
All measure in His work; stretch d out His tine 
v0 tar, and Spread amazement o'er the witie ? 
Then (as He took delight in wide wr a win 
Decp in the bosom of His universe, 
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Dropt down that reas9ning mite, that inseft, mar, 
To crawl, and gaze, and wonder at the scene? — 
That man might ne'er presume to plead amazement 
For di-belief of wonders in 4111: elf. 

Sball Gop be less miraculous, than what 

His hand has form'd ? Shall y steries descend 
From un-mysterious] things more elevate, 

Be more familiar? unercated lie 

More obvious than created, to the graap 

Of human thought? The more of wonderful 

Js heard in Him, the more we should assent. 
Cou'd we conceive Him, Gon He could not be; 
Or He not God, or we could not be nen. 

A Gob alone can comprehend a Gop; 

Man's distance how immense On sue a theme, 
Know this, Lorenzo! (seem it ne'er so strange) 
Nothing can satisfy, but what confornds ; 
Nothing, but what aste, 18 trat. 

The scene thou 5cesr attests the truth Ising, 


These stars, this furniture, this cost of Heav'n, 
If but reported, thou hadst ne'er believ'd; 


But thine eye tells thee, the romance is true. 


The Grand of Nature is th” Almighty's oath, 
In Reason's court, to silence Une. 

How my mind, op'ning at this scene, imbibes 
The moral emanations of the skies, 
While nought, perhaps, Lorenzo less admires ! 
Has the Great Sov'reign sent ten thousand worlds 
To tcl! us, He resides above them all, 
In Glory's unapproachable recess? 
And dare earth's bold inhabitants deny 
The sumptuous, the niagnitic embassy 
A moment's audience? e we, nor will hear 


From wit they cone, or what they would unpart 
For 
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For man's emolument ; Sole cause that tos 
Ihe grandeur to man Seve: Lorcito rouze; 
Let thought, awaken'd, take the ligntning's wings 
Ana glance from ca: t to west, from pole to pole. 
Who sces, but is con founded, or convincy 
Rene reas9H, Or a GOD adorcs ? 

Mankind was sent into the world to se, 
di, Iht giv es the science en zeedi ul ro their Peace A 

1 hat obvi us SCIence askS $2all learning 8 aid, 
Wouldst thou on metaphysic pinions 30 ar 7 
Or wound thy patic nce amid logic thorns? 

Or travel history's enormous round 2 
Nature no such hard task! injoins; she gave 
A make to man directive of his thought, 
A make set upright, pointing to the stars, 
As who should say, Read thy chief lesson there.“ 
Too late to read this manuscript of Heav'n, 
When, like a parchment- scroll, Shrunk up by flames, 
It fold Lorenzo's lesson from his sight. 
Lesson how various! Not the Gop alonc, 
I sc His xulsters; I see, dittus'd 
In radiant orders, essences sublime, 
Of various offices, of various plume, 
In heavenly liveriés distinctly clad, 
Azurc, Lrecn, purple, pes ar, or x je ny g gold, 
Or all commix'd; they stand, with wings © outspread, 
List'ning to catch thc Master“ s Icast command, 

And tly thro? nature cre the moment ends; 
Numbers innumerable !—Well conceiv'd 
By Pagan, and by C urishan! O er cachi sphere 
Pr eStdes an alt gel, to direct its COULICY 
And feed, or fan, its flaincs ; or to discharge 
Other high trust unknown, For w 2 can see 
SUCH po mp of matte „ an, Ll imagine, Mind, 


tor which pore Waninate Was luade, 
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Morc sparingly dispens'd * That nobler Sof, 
rar hker the great SIRE — Tis thus the skies 
Inform us of superiors numberless, 

As much, in excellence, above mankind, 

As above earth, in mag nitudi, the Spheres. 
These, as a cloud of witnesscs, hang o'er us; 
Tn a throng'd theatre are all our deeds ; 
Perhaps, a thousand demigods descend 

On ev'ry beam we sec, to walk with men. 
Awful reflect ion! strong restraint from i!!! 

Yet, Here, our Virtue finds stiſ stronger aid 
From these ether ial glories SY surveys. 
Something, like magic, strikes from this blue vault; 
With just attention is it view'd, we feet 
A sudden succour, un- implor'd, un-thought; 
Nature herself does half « work of Mun. 

Seas, rivers, mountains, forests, deserts, rocks, 
The promontory's height, the depth protound 
Of subterranean, excavated grots, 
Black brow'd, and vaulted-high, and yawning wide 
From Nature's structure, or the scoop of Tie; 
If ample of dimension, vast of size, 
Even these an aggrandiing 1mpulse give; 
Of solemn thought enthusiastic heights | 
Even thes? infuse, - But what of vast in 2he5e ? 
Nothing ;—or we must own the skies forgot. 
Much less in Art.—Vain Art 7 thou pigmy pow'r! 
How dost thou swell, and strut, with human pride, 
To shew thy littleness ! What childish toys, 
Thy watry columns squirted to the clouds! 
Thy bason'd rivers, and imprison'd seas! 
Thy mountains molded into forms of men! 
Thy hundred-gated capitals or those 
Where three days travel left us much to ride; 
Gazing on miracles by mertals wrought, 

Arches 
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Arches triumphal, theatres immense, 

Or nodding gardens, pendent in mid air! 

Or temples, proud to meet their gods half way! 

Yet these affect us in no common kind, 

\W hart, then, the force of such superior scenes! 

Enter a temple, it will strike an awe; 

What awe from this, the DEIT x has built ! 

A good man seen, tho' silent, counsel gives; 

The touch'd spetiator wishes to be wise: 

In a bright mirror his own hands have made, 

Here we see something like the face of GoD, 

Scems it not then enough, to say, Lorenzo! 

To man abandon'd, . Hust thou scen the ties? 
Aud vet, so thwarted Nature's kind design, 

By daring man, he makes her sacred awe, 

(That guard from ill,) his shelter, his temptation 
o more than common guilt, and quite inverts 

Celestial Art's intent. The trembling stars 

Sec crimes gigantic, Stalking thro' the gloom 

Wich front erect, that hjde their head by day, 

And making night e still durker by their deeds. 

Slumb'ring jn covert, till the $hades descend, 

Rapine, and Murder, link'd, now prowl for prey. 

The miscr carths his treasure; and the thick, 

Watching the mole, half-beggars him e' re morn, 

Now plots, and foul cansgpiracies, awake; 

And, mutiling up their horrors from the moon, 

Havock, and devastation, they prepare, 

And kivgdoms tort'ring in the field of blood. 

Now sons of riot in mid-revel rage, 

What shall I do *—suppress it? or prociaim ?— 

Why glecbs the thunder? Now, Lorenzo! now, 

His best friend's coucn the rank adulterer 

Ascends secure, and laughs at gods and men. 

Prepor'rous madmen, void of fear or shame, 
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Lay their crimes bare to these chaste eyes of Heav'n 
Vet shrink, and shudder, at à mortal's sighit. 
Were moon, and stars, for villains only made ? 
To gude, yet eren them, with ten ebrious light? 
No; they were made to fashion the sublime 
Of human hearts, and wwiser make the . 
Those ends were answer'd once; when mortals 
Of stronger wing, of aquiline ascent { liv" 
fn theory sublime. O how unlike 
Tho vermin of the night, this moment zung, 
Who crawt on earth, and on her venom feed 
Those ancient sages, hrman xtars! they met 
Their brothers of th 1c Kies, at midnight hour; ; 
heir counsel ask'd , and, What they ask'd, obey, dl. 
The Stagyrite, and Plato, he who drank 
The poison'd bowl, and he of Tasculum, 
With him of Cordula, (immorral names!) 
In these unhounded and Fan walks, 
An area fit for gods, and godlike men, 
They took their nightly round, thro' radiant pat 
By seraphs trod; instructed, chiefly, thus, 
To tread in their bright footsteps here below; 
To walk in worth stil! brighter than the skies. 
There, they contracted their contempt of earth ; 
Of hopes eternal kindled, there, the fire; 
There, as in near approach, they glow'd, and grew 
(Great visitants !) more intimate with Gon, 
More worth to men, more joyous to H 
Thro' various virtues, they, with ardor, ran, 
The zodiac of their learn d, illustrious Eves. 
In Christian hearts, O for a Pagon zcal ! 
A needful, but opprebrinus pray'r ! As much 
Our ardor less, s greater is our It. 
How monstrous this in morals ! Scarce more Strange 
Would this phenomenon in nature strike, - 
SH 


W 
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A 5:2, that froze us, or a star, that warm'd. 


What taught these heroes of the moral world? 
To these thou gi, st thy yrs, give credit too. 
These doctors ne er were pension'd to deceive thee; 
And Pagan tutors are thy taste. — They taught, 


That, narrow views betray to miscry. 

That, wise it is to comprehend the whole. 
That, virtue rose from nature, ponder” d well, 
The single base of virtue built to heav'n. 
That Gob, and nature, our attention claim. 
That, nature 18 the Klage reflefting SGop, 

As, by the sea, reflected 1s the $7. 

Too glrious to be gaz'd on in his sphere. 

28 it, mind immortal loves iumortad aims. 


al, boundless mind affetts a boundless Space. 


7 

1hat, vast Surveys, and the sublime of things, 
The ay "pl aszimilate, and make her great. 
That, therefore, Heav'n her glories, as a fund 
inspiration, thus Spreads out to man. 


The soul man was made to walk the skies; 
D-lhohtful outlet of her prison here / 


gene, distcumber'd from her chains, the tics 
Of toys terrestrial, she can rove at large; 
Lore, treely can respire, dilate, exte nd, 


In full proportion let loose all her pow'rs ; 
Aud, endeluded, grasp at something great. 

r, 48 a stranger, docs she wander there; : 
Bur, wonderful herself, thro' wonders strays ! 
C ntemplating ter grandeur, finds her 0702. 
Dives deep in revs aconomy divine, 

Sts high 1a judgment on their various laws, 
And, Ii ke a muste r, judges not amiss. 


Hence greatly plcas'd, and justly proud, the ou 
Aa Grow 


Ser. eh are their doctrines ; sus the right inspir'd. 
And what more true? whattruthof grcater we eight? 
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Grows conscious of her birth celestial; breathes 
More life, more vigour, in her native air; 

And feels herself at home among the stars; 
And, feeling, emulates her country's praise. 


W hat call we, then, the firmament, Lorenzo f— 


As earth the body, since the e, sustain 

The soul with food, that gives immortal life, 

Call it the noble pasture of the mind ; 

Which there expatiates, strengthens, and exults, 

And riots thro' the luxuries of thought. 

Call it the garden of the DerTy, 

Blossom'd with stars, redundant in the growth 

Of fruit ambrosial; moral fruit to man. 

Call it the breast-plate of the true High-Pricst, 

Ardent with gems oracular, that give, 

In points of highest moment, right response; 

And ill-neglected, if we prize our peace. 
Thus, have we found a rn astrology; 

Thus, have we found a new, and noble sense, 

In which al»ne $ars govern human fates. 

O that he stars (as some have feign'd) let fall 

Bloodshed, and havock, on embattled rcalms, 

And rescu'd monarchs from $0 black a guilt ! 

Bourbon ! this wish how gen rous in a foe ! 


Wouldst thou be great, wouldst thou become a god, 


And stick thy deathless name among the stars, 
For mighty conquests on a needle's point ? 
Instead of forging chains for foreigners, 
Bastille thy tutor! grandeur all thy aim? 

As yet thou know'st not what it is: how great, 
How glorious, then, appears the mind of man, 
When in it all the stars, and planets, roll! 

And what it sees, It 75 : great objects make 
Great minds, enlarging as their views enlarge; 

T hose still more godlike, as Heise more divine. 


And 
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And more divine than these, thou canst not see. 
Dazzled, o0'erpower'd, with the delicious draught ' 
Of miscellaneous splendors, how I recl 
From thought to thought, incbriate, without end! 
An Eden, this !- a Parad! te nun-lyst ! 
meet the DEITY in ev'ry view, 

And tremble at my nakedness before him ! 

O that I could but reach the Tree of Life! 

For here it grows, unguarded from our taste; 
No flaming $word denies our entrance /ere ; 
Would man but gather, he might /;ve for ever. 

Lorenzo ! much of moral hast thou seen. 

Of curious arts art thou more fond? Then mark 
The mathematic glories of the skies. 

In number, weight, and measure, all ordain'd. 
Lorenzo's boaſted builders, Chance, and Fate, 
Are left to finish his acrial tow'rs ; 

Iisdom, and Choice, their well-known characters 
Here deep-impress ; and claim it for their own. 
Tho" splendid. all, no splendor void of use; 

Use rivals Beauty ; Art contends with Pow'r ; ; 
No wanton waste, amid effuse expence 

The Great Oeconomist adjusting all 

Lo prudent pump, m agniticently wise. 

How rich the prospett ! and for ever new ! 
And newest to the man that views it 20547 ; 

For newer still in infinite succeeds. | 

Then, these acrial racers, O how $wift ! 

How the shaft loiters from the strongest string! 
Shit alone can distance the career. 

Orb above orb ascending without end! 

Circle in cirele, without end inclos'd ! 

\Wheel within Wheel, Ezekiel ! like to thine ! 
Like thinc, it seems a vision, or a dream; 

I'ho' seen, we labour to believe it fraue ! 
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What involution ! what extent! what swarms 

Of worlds, that laugh at Earth immenscly great) 
Immensely distant from cach other's »pheres | 
What then, the wond'rous space thro* which thev 
At once it quite engulphs all human thought; | rol!' 
Tis comprehension's absolute defeat. 

Nor think thou scest a wild disorder here; 
Thro' this illustrious chaos to the sight, 
Arrangement neat, and chastest order, reign. 

The path prcscrib'd, inviolably kept, g 
Upbraids the lawless sallies of mank ind. 
Worlds, ever thwarting, never interfere ; 
What knots are ty'd ? how soon are they d1850lv d, 
And set the sceming marry'd plancts free 2 

They rove for ever, without error rove ; 
Confusion unconfus'd ! Nor Icss admire 

This tumult uncumultuous all on wing, 

In motion, all! yet what profound r.pore ! 
What fervid action, yet no noise! as aw'd 

To silence, by the presence of their LOD; 

Or hush'd, by His command, in love to man, 
And bid let fall soft beams on human rest, 
Restless themselves. On von cœrulcan plain, 

In exultation to therr Gop, and %, 

They dance, they sing, cternal jubiice, 

Eternal celebration of H:s praise. 

But, since their oh arrives not at our car, 
Their dance perplex'd exhibits to the sight 

Fair hreroglyphic of His pcerless power. 

Mark, how the /abyr/nthian turns they take, 
The circles intricate, and mystic mazc, 

Weave the grand cypher of Omnipoience ; 

To gods, how great | how legible to mar / 

Leaves so much wonder greater wonder still? 
Where are the pillars that support the skies * 


What 
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What more than Atlantean shoulder props art, 
The incumbent load > What magic, what strange 
In fluid air these pond' rous orbs sustains ? 
Who would not think them hung in golden chains? 
And so they are; in the high will of Heav'n, 
Which fixes all; makes adamant of air, 
Or air of adamant ; makes all of nought, 
Or nought of all; if szc/ the dread decree. 
Imagine from their deep foundations torn 
The most gigantic sons of earth, the broad 
And tow'ring Alps, all tost into the sea; 
And, light as down, or volatile as air, 
Their bulks enormous dancing on the waves, 
In time, and measure, exquisite; while all 
The winds, in emulation of the spheres, 
Tune their sonorous instruments aloft; 
The concert swell, and animate the ball. 
Would this appear amazing * What, then, worlds, 
In a far thinner clement sustain'd, | 
And acting the same part, with greater skill. 
More rapid movement, and for noblest exds ? 
More -95w1ors ends to pass, are not these stars 
The seats majestie, proud imperial thrones, 
| On which angelic delegates of Heav'n, 
| Ar certain periods, as the S9w'reig1n nods, 
| Discharge high trusts of ve-geance, or of /ove 
| To cloathe, in outward grandeur, grand design, 
And acts more sotemn still more solemmize? 
Ye citizens of air! what ardent thanks, 
What full effusion of the grateful heart, 
is due from man indulg'd in such a sight! 
A sight so noble! and a sight so kind 
t drops 2900 truths at ev'ry new survey! 
Feels not Lorenzo something stir within, 
+ hat 6weeps away all period? As these sphercs 
it A az Meusure 
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Measure duration, they no less inspire 

The godlike hope of ages without end, 

The boundless space, thro' which these rovers take 

Their restless roam, suggests the sister-thought 

Of boundless 11776. Thus, by Kind Nature's »halls 

To man unlabour'd, that important guest 

Eternity, finds entrance at the sight: 

And an eternity, tor man ordain d, 

Or these his destin'd midnight counscllors, 

The stars, had never whisper'd it to man. 

Nature informs, but ne'er 2n5sx/ts, her sons. 

Could she then Kindle the most ardent wish 

To disappoint it? — That is blasphemy. 

Thus, of thy creed a second article, 

Momentous, as th' existence of a Gop, 

Is found (as I conceive) where rarely sought; 

And thou may'st rcad thy $917 1977297147, Here. 
Here, then, Lorenzo! on these glorics dwell ; 

Nor want the gilt, illuminated, roof, 


As that, which on his turban awes a werid ; 
And thinks the 900 is proud to copy-him. 

Look on her, and gain more than worids can give, 
A mind superior to the charms of porver, 

Thou muſted in delusions of this life! 

Can yonder Man turn Occan in his bed, 

From side to side, in constant ebb, and flow, 

And purity from stench his watery realms ? 

And fails her 92ora! mfluence ? Wants she power 
To turn Lorenzo 5 stubborn tide of thought 
From stagnating on £arti's infected shore, 


Aud. 
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Ab purge trom nuwance his corrunted my : 
Fail; her attraction when it draws to He: 2 
ay, and to what thou valu >t more, Earth's oy ; 
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nds eloyatc, and, baten tor NEC) 

dekcente Hoem 5/7756 alone obtain 

* ull relish cf citonce un- deflower'd, 

The je OL lite, the Test of worldly b1133. 

All clze on earth amounts—to what? Lo his, 

oy * to be $ Suffer „%; blesstngs to be left: 

Earth's richest 1nventory boasts no more. 
Ot higher scenes be, then, the call obev'd, 

O let me gaze ! Of gazing there's no end. 

O let me think !—Thougit too is wilder'd here 


CY 


In mid-way flight Imagination tires; 

Vet $00n re-pruncs her wing to soar ane w, 
Her point unable to torbear, or gain; 

So red the pleasure, 50 profornd the plan 

4 ans pe. this, where men, and angels, meer, 
Fat the same 724774 mingle Karth, and Heaven, 
How distant Some of these nocturnal suns 

So distant (days the sage), twere hot absurd 

1% doubt, if Cas, SEL Hut at Natures birth, 
Are vet array Wu At this's © turcigzn world; 

Tho nothing half so rapid as their flight. 
An eve of awe and wonder ict Mc ro ll, 
And ro [1 For EVET MV ho Can Satlat SY icht 
in 570 &@ SCENC 3 such an OCCAL wh 'c 
Ot deep: aye nisument, where ac pth, * eig Nt, breadthy 
Are lest in the 1r Xtrèemes and where to count 
The thick-sowu glorics 1 in this ticld of fire, 
Perhaps a SErA ſp! 25 r 8 rails? 

NG 80, £474 111%; 2. 1 boast thi 7 boundless might. 
In Coli ugets oer xe tenth part of a grain, 
And yet Loreugo calls for miracles, 

To give his tott ring tanh a solid base, 


Why 
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Why call for less than is already thine ? 

Thou art no novice in theology; 

What is a miracle ?—'Tis a reproach, 

Tis an implicit satire on mankind ; 

And while it satrs/tes, it Centres too. 

To Common-Sensc, great Natzr- 5 course proclaitms 

A DEerTty : when mankind falls asleep, 

A miracle is sent, as an alarm, 

To wake the world, and prove Him o'er again, 

By recent argument, but not more strong. 

Say, which imports more plenitude of power, 

Or Nature's laws to fix, or to repeal ? 

Lo make a sun, or ste- his mid-carcer ? 

To countermand his orders, and send back 

The flaming courier to the frighted Eas?, 

Warm d, and astonish'd, at his ev'ning ray; 

And bid the Moon, as with her journey tir'd, 

In alon's soft, flow'ry, vale repose ? 

Great things are these: still greater, to create. 

From Adam's bow'r look down thro' the whole train 

Of miracles ;—Resistlcss is their power? 

They do not, can not, more ainaze the mind, 

Than this, call d un-miraculous, survey, 

If duly weigh'd, if rationally seen. 

If seen with Ayman eves. The brute, indeed, 

Secs nought but sparg/cs here; the fo, no more, 

Sayst thou, © The conte of Nature governs all?“ 

The course of Nature is the art of Gop. 

The miracles thou call'st for, fis attest; 

For sav, could Nature Nature's course controu! ? 
But, miracles apart, who sees HIN not, 

Nature's Controuler, Author, Guide, and End ? 

Who turns his eye on Nature's midnight-face, 

But must enquire—* What hand behind the scene, 

* Wha arm almighty, put these wheeling globes 

An 
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© In motion, and wound up the vast machine? 
& Who rounded in his palm these spacious orbs? 
& Whobowl' 8 wir mingriiro thedark profound, 
„Num rous as glitt'ring gems of morning-deu, 
“Or sparks from populo us Cities in a blaze, 
« And set the boom of O74 H. on fire? 
« Peopled her desert, and made Horror le?! 
Or, if th © military style delights thee, win) 
(For stars have fought their batrlys, leagu'd with 
* Who marshals this bright host? enruis their 
names? 
* Appoints their posts, their marches, and returns, 
Puntinal AC Stated pe riods? IV 0 di «Dai 148 
6 The e vet' ran tous, their final duty dong; 
It c'er disbanded : — Hf, whose potent wort, 
Like the loud trumpet, levy 'd tirst their powers 
bo Ng It's inglorious empire, where they Slept 
In be ds of darkness, arm'd them with itorce flames, 
Arrang'd and disciplin'd, and cloath'd in gold; 
And cull'd them out of Chans ro few, n 
page ere now they War w uh Ver and Unbelief. 
let us join this army Join! ing these, 
8 give us hearts intrepid, at that hour, 
W hen brighter flames shall cut a darirur night; 
When tes zC Str. Aſt, F demonstrations of a 60 
Shall hide their ids, or rumble om their sphere 5 
And one Cre ae 6 cover al 
Struck at Vat thought, as a 6. [ lift 
A more enlighten'd eve, and read the stars 
40 man $ti}} more propitious mand FE and 
(Tho Qi iltless of 1lolatry ) | impl: Ire 
Nor longer rob them of tl! EV n ler name. 
O ye dtv.ders of my itme ! ye brighit 
Accompt: ins of my days, and u. the, a and years, 
In your fair Kalendar distinctly mark's ! 


* » 
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Since that authentic, radiant register, 

Tho man inspects it not, stands good against him; 
Since 5%, and years roll on, tho' man stan ds still; 
Teach me my days to number; and app ly 

My trembling heart to 2v/:dom ; now beyond 

All shadows of excuse for toviing on. 

Age smooths our path to Prudence; sweeps aside 
The snares, keen Appetite, and Passion, spread 
To catch stray souls; and, woe to that grey head, 
Whose fol/p would undo, what Age has donc! 
Aid, then, aid, all ve stars much rather THOU, 
Great ARTisT ! Thor, Whose finger set aright 
This exquisite machine, with all its wwheerts, 

Thy” intervoly'd, exact; and pointing out 

Life's rapid, and irrevocable, flight, 

With such an lade fair, as none can miss, 

Who lifts an eye, nor sleeps till it is clos'd. 

Open mine eve, dread DEITY! to read 

The tacit doctrine of thy works; to sce 

Things as they are, un-alter'd thro' the glass 

Of worldly wishes. Time! Eternity ! 

("Tis these, mis-measur'd, ruins all mankind ) 
Set them before me; let me lay them both 

In cqual scale, and learn their various weight. 

Let lime appear a moment, as it Is; 

And let eterazty's full orb, at once, 

Turn on my soul, and strike it into Heaven. 
When shall I see far more than charms me now? 
Gaze on creation's model in thy breast 

Unveil'd, nor wonder at the transcript more? | 
When this vile, foreign, dust, which smothers all 
That travel Eartfk's deep valc, shall I shake oft? 
When shall my soul her incarnation quit, 

And, re- adopted to thy blest embrace, 

Obtain her apoticos;s in THEE? 
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Dost think, Lorenzo] this is wand'ring wide 3 
No, tis direttly striking at the mark; 
To wake thy dead devotion Was my point; 
And how 1 bless night's consecrating Shades; 
Which to a fehle turn an uniVerse; 
Jill us with great ideas, full of Heaven, 
And antidore the bpestilontial Earth : 
In ev'ry storm, that either frowns, or falls, 
What an asylum has the soul in praycr ! 
And what a fane js 7/15, in which to pray! 
And what a Gop must dwell in such a fanc ! 
O what a genius must inform the skies! 
And is Lerengo's salumander-heart 
Cold, and untouch'd, amid these sacred fires ? 
O ye noc turnal sparks! ye glowing embers, 
On Heav'n's broad hearth ! Who "burn, © ar burn 

no more, | 

Who blaze, or die, as great JEHOVY 1H's breath 
Or blows you, or forbcars! assist my song; 
Pour vour whole influence; cxorcize his heart, : 
80 long ; Possc a4; and bring lum back to 9:47, 

Ani is Lorenzs a dem! urrer S411? 
Pride in thy purts provokes thee to contest 
l * hich, conte Sted, put thy parts to shame, 
Nor shame they more Loreazo's head, than heart ; 
Afathiess ncart, how despicably all f 

* CO SLICE wat, a. ight Great, Or gencrous, TH receive! 
Fill'd with an atom! fill'd, and foul'd, with e! 
And self mistaxen! self, that lasts an bout 
InStin? and pas $:0u5s, of the nobler Kind, 
1. be suffocated there; or 7hev elone, 

PUSHR apart, v. ould wake hi gh hope; and open, 
1 C YU tlie ht, that Inte lle tua! sphere, 


* Pane 2 8 
42 254. 


WW here 


—1 
* 


- 


276 | THE CONSOLATION 


Where order, wwisdom, nondness, providence, 
Their endless miracles of love display, 
And promise all the truly great desire. 
The mind that would be happy, must be gre , 
Great, in its 7&/5/es 5 great, in its $77V1 PS. 
Extended views an- rrow mind e xtond; 
Push out its corrugate, expansive make, 
Which, ere long, orf than planets hall embrace, 
A man of compass makes a man of 2u9rt/:; 
Digi nue contemplate, and become uu. 

As man was made for glory, and for bliss, 
All littleness is an approach to woe 3 
Open thy bosom, set thy wishes wide, 
And let in mankood ; let in nappiness 1 
Admit the boundless 'theatfe of thought 
From nothing, up to Gop ; which makes 3.9797. 
Take Gop from Ne ure, nothi: Ng great is left; 
Man's mind 1s in 2 pit, and nothing secs; 
Mau's heart is in a jukes, and loves the wir: h 
Emerge trom thy pr found; crect thine eve; 
SCC thy distress | how close art thou basic cy 
32 sieg 0 by N. Lud, ti IC proud sceptic 5 4 e! 
Inclos'd by thes ie innume rable worlds, 
Sparkling conv iftion on the darkest mind, 
As in a golden net of Provden! be, 
How art thou caught, sure captive of belief; 
From this thy blest captivity, Ft at art; 
What bl. Sphemy to reason, vets thee tree ? 


This Scene is Heay*n's ipdulgent violence: 


Canst thou bear up against this ride of glory ? 
What is Earth besom'd in these ambient orbs, 
Bur, faith in Go p impos d, and press'd on man 
Dar'st thou still lirigate thy q esp'rate cause, 
Spite of chese numerous, awful, ese, 


7 


Aud doubt he e 9 tion Of the skies? 5 
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O how laborious 1s thy way to ruin ! 
Laborious ? "Tis zmpratticable quite; 

To sink beyond a doubt, in this debate, 

With all his weight of wisdom, and of will, 

And crime flagitious, I defy a fool. 

Some wish they did, but zo man disbelieves, 

Go is a Virit; Spirit cannot strike 

These gross, material, organs; GoD by man 

As much is scen, as man a GOD can sce, 

In these astonishing exploits of power. 

What order, beauty, motion, distance, size! 

Concertion of design, how exquisite! 

How complicate, in their divine police! 

Apt means great ends! consent to general good! — 

Each attribute of these material gods, | 

So long (and that with specious pleas) ador'd, 

A scp'rate conquest gains o'er rebel thought; 

And leads in triumph the whole mind of man. 
Lorenzo! this may scem harangue to thee ; 

Such, all is apt to seem, that thwarts our will. 

And 'dost thou, then, demand a 5$/77þ/e proof 

Of this great master-moral ot the skics, 

Unskill'd, or dis-inclin'd, to read it ere? 

Since tis the basis, and all drops without it, 

take it, in one compact, unbroken chain. 

$1:1ch proof insists on an attentive car; 

'F will not make one amid a mob of thoughts, 

And, for thy notice, struggle with the world. 

Retire z the World shut out thy thoughts call 


Imagination's airy wing repress;— home; 


Lock up thy se5es;—let no pass/97 tir; — 
Wake all to Reazon, let her reign alone ;— 
Then, in thy gs deep silence, and the depth 
Of Naizre's silence, midnight, thus inquire, 
£5 { have done; and shall inquire no more. 
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In N.:ure's chanel, thus the questions run. 
„What am I? and from whence ?—I nothing 
„ know, 
*« But that I a; and, since I am, conclude 
« Something eternal; had there ere been noug t, 
« Norght still had been: eternal there mus! be.— 
« But what eternal Why not human race? 
« And Adam's ancestors without an end ?— 
« That's hard to be conceiv'd; since ev'ry link 
Of that long-chain'd succession is so frail; 
« Can ev'ry part depend, and not the whole ? 
« Yet-grant it true; xe difficulties risc ; | 
« I'm still quitc out at seca; nor sce the shore. | 
« Whence Earth, and these bright orbs?—Eternal 
« t00 ?— | 
« Grant matter was eternal; still these orbs 
« Would want some other father ;—much design 
« Is seen in all their 9:4t1975, all theic makes; 
„Design implies intelligence and art; {art 
« That can't be from themselves—or man; that 
Man scarce can comprehend, could man bestow ? 
And nothing greater, yet allow'd, than man,— | 
« Who, motion, forcign to the smallest grain, 
„Shot thro' vast masses of enormous weight? 
Who bid brute matter's restive lump assume 
„Such various forms, and gave it wings to fly? 
Has matter 1naate motion? Then cach atom, 
« Asserting its indisputable right 
« To dance, would form an universe of dust: 
Has matter none Then whence these glorious 
« forms, [ pos'd ? 
And boundless flights, from shapeless and re- 
« Has matter more than motion ? Has it thought, 
« Judgment, and genius? Is it deeply learn'd 
In mathematics? Has it fram'd 5uch laws, 


Which 
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« Which, but to guess, a Newton made immor- 
« If so, how each gage atom laughs at me, tal! 
« Who think a clod inferior to a man / 
« Tf art, to form, and counsel to conduct; 
« And that with greater far, than human skill, 
« Resides not in each block; a GODHEAD 
reigns.— N 
« Grant, then, invisible, eternal, Mix ; 
« That granted, all is solv'd.— But, granting that, 
« Draw LI not o'er me a still darker cloud? 
« Grant I not that which I can ne'er conceive ? 
„A being without origin, or end. 
« Hail, human liberty! there is no Go 
« Yer, why? On either scheme that knot subsists; 
© Subsist it ust, in GOD, or human race; 
If in the last, how many knots beside, 
„ Indissoluble all !—Why choose it Here, 
« Where, chosen, still subsist ten thousand more? 
« Reject it, where, that chosen, all the rest, 
Dispers'd, leave Reason's whole horizon clear ? 
« This is not Reason's dictate; Reason says, 
Close with the side where one grain turns the 
« calc ; | 

M hat vast preponderance is here! Can Reason 
« With louder voice exclaim— Believe a GoD? 
© And Reason heard, is the sole mark of man. 
„What things impossible must man think true, 
On any other system? And how strange 
To disbelieve, through mere credulity?“ 

If, in this chain, Lorenzo ſinds no flaw, 
Let it for ever bind him to Sie. 
And where the link, in which a flaw he finds — 
And, if a Gop there is, that Gop how great 
How great that pow'r, whose providential care 
Thro' these bright orbs * centres darts a ray ! 
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Of Nature universal threads the whole! 
And hangs creation, like a precious gem, 
Tho' little, on the footstool of his throne ! 

That little gem, how large! a weight ler fall 
From a fixt star; in ages can it reach 
This distant Earth? Say then, Lorenzo ! where, 
Where, ends this mighty building? where begin 
'The $uburbs of creation? where the wall 
Whose battlements look o'er into the vale 
Of non-existence ; Nothing's strange abode ? - 
Say, at what point of space JEHoV AH dropp'd 
His slacken'd line, and laid his balance by; 
Weigh'd worlds, and measur'd inte, no more? 
Where rears his terminating pillar high 
Its extra-mundane head? and says, to gods, 
In characters illustrious as the sun, 


I Stand, the plan's proud period; I pronounce 

The work accomplish'd; the creation cos d- 

Shout, all ye gods ! nor Shout, ye gods alone; 

Of all that lives, or, if devord of life, 

{hat rests, or rolls, ye heights, and depths, re- 
Sound ! Cresoume 

Resound! resound] ye depths, and heights, 


Hard are those questions? — Answer harder $t1!!, 
Ts this the sole exploit, the single birth, 
The solitary Son, of Porver Divine? 
Or, has th' almighty FATHER, with a breath, 
Impregnated the womb of distant ace! 
Has he not bid, in various provinces, 
Brother-creations the dark bowels burst 
Of zight primeval; barren, now, no more ? 
And he the central sun, transpiercing all 
Those giant-generations, which disport, 
And dance, as moves, in his meridian ray; 


That 
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That ray withdrawn, benighted, or absorb'd, 
In that abyss of horror, whence the * 
While Chaos triumphs, repossest of al 
Rival Creation ravish'd from his throne ? 
Chaos ! of Nature both the womb, and grave ! 
Think'st thou, my scheme, Lorenzo! spreads 
too wide ? 
Is this extravagant ?P—Noz this is just; 
Just, in conjefture, tho? 'twere false in fact. 
If tis an error, tis an error sprung [ HIGH. 
From noble root, high thought of the MosT- 
But wherefore error > Who can prove it such ?— 
He that can set Omnipotence a bound. 
Can man conceive beyond what God can do? 
Nothing, but guite impossible, is hard. 
He summons into being, with like case, 
A whole creation, and a single grain. 
Speaks he the word? a thousand worlds are born 
A thousand worlds? there's space for millions more; 
And in what space can his great at fail ? 
Conderan me not, cold critic ! but indulge 
The warm imagination: why condemn ? 
Why not indulge such thoughts, as swell our hearts 
With fuller admiration of that porver, 
Who gives our hcarts with such high thoughts to 
Why not indulge in /4/s augmented praise? well? 
Darts not 476 glory a still brighter ray, 
The less is left to Chaos, and the realms 
Of hideous Night, where Fancy strays aghast ; 
And, tho' most taltative, woken no report ? 
Still seems my thought enormous? Think 
again ; 
F xperience-self shall aid thy lame belief. 
Classes, (that revelation to the sight!) 
Have they not led us 2 in the disclose 
by 
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Of fine-spun 2a7vre, exquisitely Small; 

, . . 9 
And, tho' demonstrated, still i{-concerv'd ? 
t, then, an the reverse, the mind would mount 


In nagnitnde, what mind can mount too tar, 


Jo keep the balance, and creation pg7se ? 

Defedt alone can err on such a theme; 

What is too great, if we the cue, survey? 

Stupcndous ARCHITECT! Thorn, thou art all! 

My soul flies up and down in thoughts of e, 

And finds herself but at the centre still! 

} am, thy name! Existezice, all thine on! 

Creation's nothing; flatter d ,-, if styl'd 

* The thin, the fleeting atmosphere of Gon.” 
O for the voice—of what? of whom : — What 

Can answer to my wants, in 5c} ascent, | voice 

As dares to deem one universe too small? 

Tell me, Lorenzo! (for now fancy glows, 

Fir'd in the vortex of almighty powcr) 

Is not this home-creation, in the map 

Of universal nature, as a speck, 

Like fair Britannia in our little ball? 

Excceding fair, and glorious, for its size, 

But, elsewhere, far out-mcasur'd, far outshone ? 

In fancy (for the fact beyond us lies) 

Cunst thou not figure it, an 25/e, almost 

Poo small for notice, in the vas? of being ? 

Scver'd by mighty scas of 27-4911 space, 

From other realms? from ample contrnents 

Ot higher life, where nobler natives dwell ? 

Less Northern, less remote from Dei, 

Glowing benearh the e of the S , 


Mhere sauls in excellence make haste, put forth 


Luxuriant growths ? nor the late autumu wait 
Of human worth, but ripen soon to gods ? 
Yu why drown {ancy in such Gepths as these 
* . IKctui ty 
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Return, presumptuous rover! and confess 

The bounds of man; nor blame them, as too small. 

Enjoy we not full scope in what is geen? 

Fuil ample the don. imons of the sun! 

Full glorious to behold ! How far, how wide, 

The matchicss monarch, from his flaming throne, 

Lavish of lustre, throws his beams about him, 

Farther, and faster, than a thought can Hy, 

And feeds his planets with eternal fires ! 

Tins He Li yy by greater far, 

Than the proud ty rant of the Mie, was built; 

And / alone, who built it, can destroy. 

Beyond 7/15 city, why strays human thought? 

One wonderful, enough tor man to know ! 

Oe infinite, enough tor man to range! 

Cu firmament, enough tor man to read! 

O what voluminous instruction here! 

What page of wisdom is deny'd him? None; 

If learning his chief lesson makes him wise. 

Nor is iustructiun, here, our only gain; 

There dwells a noble paintos in the $kies, 

Which warms our passions, prosciytcs our hearts. 

How cloquently shines the glowing pole! 

With whar authority it gives its charge, 

Remonstrating greit truths in style sublime, 

Tho' silent, loud! heard Earth around ; above 

Ihe planets heard ; and not unheard in Hell; 

Hel! has her wonder, tho too proud to praise. 

is Larth, then, more micrnal ? Has she those, 

Vho neither frais, Lorenzo! nor admire? 
Lorenz's admirationg pre-engag d, 

Nce'er ask'd the Moon one question; never held 

L.c:5t correspondence with a single star; 

Ne'er rear'd an altar to the acer of Head u, 

Walking in brighincss; or her train ador'd. 
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Their «hlunary rivals have long since 

Engross'd his whole devotion ; stars malign, 

Which make their fond astronomer run mad, 

Darken his etc//e#, corrupt his heart, 

Cause him to sacrifice his fame and peace 

To momentary madness, call'd delight: 

Idolater, more gross than ever kiss d 

The lifted hand to Lana, or pour'd out 

The blood to Fowve !—O thor, to whom belongs 

Al! sacrifice! O thou, great Joe unfeign'd ! 

Divine Instruftor ! thy first volume, this, 

For man's perusal; all in capitals ! 

In moon and stars, (Heav'n's golden alphabet !) 

Emblaz'd to seize the sight, who r75, may read; 

Who reads, can understand. Tis uncontin'd 

To Christian land, or Jeu; fairly writ, 

In language universal, to mankind : 

A language, lofty to the learn'd ; yet plain, 

To those that feed the flock, or guide the plough, 

Or, from its husk, strike out the bounding grain. 

A language, worthy the great MIND, that spcaks! 

Preface, and comment, to the sacred page! 

Which oft refers its reader to the skies, 

A<« pre-supposing his first lesson there, 

And scripture-scif a fragment, that unread. 

Stupendous book of wisdom, to the wise! 

Stupendous book ! and open'd, Mg A! by thee. 
By thee mch open'd, I confess, O Mg! 

Yet more 1 wish ; but % shall 1 prevail? 

Say, gentle Ng whose modest, maiden beams 

Give us a #exw creation, and present 

The world's great picture soften'd to the sight; 

Nay, kinder far, far more indulgent still, 

Say, thou, Whose mild dominion's silver key 

Unlocks our hemispherc, and sets to view 

World: 
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Worlds beyond number; worlds conceal'd by day 
Betind the proud, and envious, star of noon ! 
Cinst thou not draw a deeper scene Hand shew 
The mighty Potentalte, to whom belong 
These rich regalta, pompon ly display d 
To kindle that high h opc? Like him of Us, 
] gaze around; scarch on every Side 
O for a glimp Bd of hin my soul adorecs ! 
As the chas'd hart, amid the desart waste, 
Pants for the living stream; for HIM who made her, 
80 pants the thirsy Soul, amid the blank 
Of sublunary joys. Say, goddess! where? 
Wucre, blazes his bright court? witere, burns 
hs FROM : 

Thou know'st; for thou art near him; by thice, 
Flis gra T8 pav 18, sacred tame reports round 
The sable curtains drawn. If not, can none 
Ot thy fair daughter- train, so swift of wing, 
Who travel far, discover where he dvell> : 
A s$tar his dwelling pointed out bel, ww, 
Ye Plerades ! Aretturus ! Maztaroth ! 
And thou, Orion] of still keener eye! 
day ve, W ho guide the wilder'd in the waves, 
And bring them out of tempest into Nl l 1 2 — 
On which hand must I bend my court to tend 
Tncse courtiers Keep the ce ret of their KING; 
wake whole nights, in vain, to steal it from them. 

t wake; and, w aking, climb N:oht's radiant scale, 
From Sphere to sphere; the steps by nature set 
For man's ascent; at once to tempt, and did; 
To tempt his eve, and aid his row ring thouglit; : 
Till it arrives at the great goa! of all. 

In ardent Conte ation s rapid car, 
From Earth, as from my barrier, I 'set out. 
How $wift L mount! diminish'd Earth recedes ; 
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I pass the Moon; and, from her further side, 

Pierce Heav'n's blue curtain; strike into remole, 

Where, with his lifted tube, the subtil sage, 

His artificial, airy journey takes, 

And to celesiial lengthens human sight. 

pause at every p/aret on my road, 

And ask for hi, who gives their obs to roll, 

Their forcheads fair to shine. From Saturn's ring, 

In which, of Earths an army might be lost, 

With the bold comet, take my bolder flight, 

Amid those $owverer/gn glories of the skies, 

Of independent, native lustre, proud, 

The $9uls of systems! and the lords of life, 

Thro' their wide empires! What behold I zow ? 

A wilderness of wonders burning round ; 

Where larger suns inhabit 4igher spheres; 

Perhaps the vas of descending gods! 

Nor halt J here; my toil is but begun; 

Tis bur the threshold of the DEITY ; 

Or, far beneath it, I am groveling still. 

Nor is it strange; I built on a mistake; 

The grandeur of his works, whence Fo sought 

For aid, to Ræason sets his glory higher; { H:im;) 

Who built thus high for worms (mere worms to 

O where, Lorenzo must the Builder dwell ? 
Pause, then; and, for a moment, here respire.— 

Tf human thought can keep its station here, 

Wheream | *— Where is Earth ?—Nay, where art 

thou, SD, 0 

O F ls the Sun turn'd recluse *—and are 

H. boasted expeditions short to mine f— 

Fo mine, how short! On Nature's A/ps I stand, 

And see a thousand firmaments beneath! 

A thousand systems! as a thousand grains! 

do much a Stranger, and so le arriv'd, 


How 


NIGHT 1X. 287 


How can man's curious $pirit not inquire, 
W hat are the natives of this world sublime, 
Of this so foreign, unterrestrial sphere, 
Where mortal, untranslated, never $tray'd ? 

„OO ye, as distant from my little home, 
« As swiftest sun- beams in an age can fly! 
*« Far from my native element 1 roam, 
In quest of new, and wonderful, to man. 
„What province this, of His immense domain, 
« Whom all obeys? or mortals here, or gods? 
Me bordcrers on the coasts uf bliss | what are you? 
« A colony from Hcav'n ? or, only rais'd, 
« By frequent visit from Heav'n's neighbouring 
Jo secondary gods, and halt-divine *— | realms, 
« Whate'cr your nature, / is past dispute, 
« Far other life you live, far other tongue 
« You talk, far other thonght, perhaps, you think, 
« Than man. How various are the works of God! 
« But say, 20% t thought? Is Reason here inthron'd, 
« And absolute? Or Sense in arms against her ? 
* Have you 7<vo lights? Or need you no reveal'd ? 
« Enjoy your happy realms their golden age ; 
« And had your Eden an abstemious Eve ? 
« Our Eve's fair daughters prove their pedigree, 
And ask their Adams--*I/ ho would not bewise?® 
Or, if your mother e, are you redeem'd ? 
And if redeem'd—1s your Redeemer scorn'd ? 
s this your final residence? If not, Leach ? 
Change you your scene, translated“ or, by 
And if by Death, what Death? — Know you 

Disease? 

« Or herrid Var? - with war, this fatal hour, 
*« Europa groans; (so call we a small field, | 
« Where kings run mad). In ozr world, Death de- 
* Iniemperance to do the work of Age; [putes 
7 7 « And, 
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& And, hanging up tne quiver Nature gave him, 

« A> «low of exccution, for dispatch 

« Sends forth imperial butchers ; bids them slay 

6 Fheir sheep, (the silly sheep they flecc'd before) 

« And toss him twice ten thousand at a meal. 

Sit all yo9rr exccutioners on thrones ? 

“With you, can rage for plunder make a god ? 

« And bloodshed wash out Cv 'ry other stain ? 

But you, perhaps, can't bleed : from matter gross 

« Your Spirits clean, are delicately clad 

& In ſine-spun ether :* privileg'd to soar, 

„ Unloaded, uninfected ; how unhke 

&« The lot cf man! How few of human race 

« By their own 7d unmurther'd ! How we wage 

« Selt-war eternal Is your paintul day 

* Ot hardy conflict o'er ? Or, are you still 

« Raw candidates at school? and have you those 

„% Who disaffect reversious, as with us? 

But what are we ? You never heard of nan, 

Or Earth ; the Bedlam of the universe! 

Where Reason, (un-discas'd with you,) runs 

«© And Durs es Folly's children, as ker own; mad, 

Fond Gf the foulest. In the Sacred mount 

« Of Hy! ines, W nere Reason is pronounc'd 

* Infallibie; and thunders, like a god 

« Even there, by s$a:nts, the decmous are outdone ; 

What ese think wrong, our Saints refine to 
4e right; 

« And Kindly teach dutl Hell her own black arts ; 

6 San, instructed, o'er their morals $milcs.— 

* But /s, how strange to you, who know not 7724472 / 

Has the least rumour of our race arriv'd? 

„ Call'd here Elijah, in his tlaming car ? 

„Past by you the good LD, on his road 


% To thosc fair fields, hence Luci fer was hurl'd; 
| 1 Wulle 
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Who brush'd, perhaps, your sphere, in his descent, 

« Stain'd vour pure crystal ther, or let fall 

A chort eclipse from his portentous shade? 

« O ! that the fiend had lodg'd on some broad orb 

« Athwart his way, nor reach'd his present home, 

« Then blacken'd Earth with footsteps foul'd in 
&« Hell, 

« Nor wash'd in Ocean, as from Rome he past 

„To Britain's isle; too, too, conspicuous here!“ 

But this is all digression: where is He, 

That o'er Heav'n's battlements the felon hurl'd 

To groans, and chains, and darkness? Where is He, 

Who sees creation's summit in a vale ? 

He, whom, while man is au, he can't but seck ; 

And if he finds, commences mort than man! 

O for a telescope His throne to reach ! 

Tell me, ye learn'd on earth ! or blest above ! 

Ye 5earching, ye Newtonian, angels! tell, 

Where, vour great Master's orb? His planets, 
where ? 

Those conscious satellites, those morningestars, 

First-born of DEI TY from central love, 

By veneration most profound, thrown off; 

By sweet attraction, no less strongly drawn; 

Aw'd, and yet raptur'd ; raptur'd, yet Serene 

Past thought, illustrious, but with borrow'd beams; 

In still approaching circles, still remote, 

Revolving round the Sun's eternal SIRE ? 

Or sent, in lines direct, on embass1es 


To nations—in what latitude ?—Beyand 


Terrestrial thought's horizon !'—And on what 
Iich errands sent *—Here human effort ends; 
And leaves me till a stranger to Hs throne, 
Full well it might ! I quite nustook my road, 
Dorn in an age more curious, than devout ; 


Cc More 


| 


— T 


— 


Ie: ðâ2 4 ——  £_ — — —— — — - a — — axD_— — . — — 
— - — — — — 
7 hs. s = 


Far. * 4 


—_— 


8 


2 


. 


— 


290 THE CONSOLATION, 


More fond to fix the place of Heav'n or Hell, 
Than studious %s to shun, or that secure. 

"T's not the curious, but the proxs path, 

That leads me to my point: Lorenzo! know, 
Without or star, or angel, for their guide, 

Who worship Gop shall find Him. Humble Love; 
And not proud Renn, keeps the door of Heav'n ; 
Love finds admission, where proud Science fails. 
Man's science is the culture of his heart; 

And not to lose his plumber in the depths 

Of Nature, or the more profound of Gop. 
Either to know, is an attempt that sets 

The wiscst on a level with the fool. 

To fathom Nature (ill-attempted here !) 

Past doubt, is deep philosophy ab»ve ; 

Higher degrees in bliss e take, 

As deeper learn'd; the deepest, learning still. 
For, what a thunder of Omnipotence 

(So might I dare to speak) is sen in all! 


In man! In earth ! In more-amazing Hes! 


Teaching this lesson, Pride is loath to learn — 
Not deeply to discern, not much to know, 
« Mankind was born to wonder and adore.” 

And is there cause for higher wonder still, 
Than that which struck us from our past surveys? 
Yes; and for deeper adoration too. 

From my late airy travel unconfin'd, 

Have 1 learn'd nothing !—Yes, Lorenzo ! this ; 
Each of these stars is a religious house; 

I saw their altars smoke, their incense rise, 

And heard hosannas ring through every sphere, 
A seminary fraught with future gods. 

Nature all o'er is consSecrated ground, 

Tceming with growths immortal, and divine. 
The great Proprietor s all-buunteous hand 


Leave* 


EE 


NIGHT IX. 291 


Leaves nothing waste; but sows these fiery fields 


With sceds of reason, which to virtues rise, 


Beneath His genial ray; and, if escap'd 
The pestilential blasts of stubborn #117, 
When grown mature, are gather'd for the skies. 
And is devorion thought too much on earth, 
When beings, so superior, homage s, 
And triumph in prostrations to the throne ?. 

But wherefore more of plancts, or of stars ? 
Arhereal journeys, and, discover'd there, 
Ten thousand worlds, ten thousand ways devout 3 
All zature sending incense to the throne, 


Except the bold Lorenzees of our sphere? 


Op'ning the solemn sources of my soul, 

Since 1 have pour'd, like feign'd Eridanus, 

My flowing numbers o'er the flaming skies, 

Nor sec, of fancy, or of fad, what more, 

Invites the muse—Here turn we, and review 

Our past nocturnal landscape wide :—Then, say, 
Say, then, Lorenzo ! with what burst of heart 
The whole, at once, revolving in his thought, 
Must man exclaim, adoring, and aghast ! 

O what a root O what a branch is here! 

* 0 what a father! what a family! 

& Worlds! systems! and creations !—And crea- 
In one agglomerated cluster, hung, [tions, 
« + Great VINE! on Thee: on Thee the cluster 
The filial cluster! intinitely spread [hangs ; 
In glowing globes, with various being fraught ; 
And drinks (nectareous draught!) immortal life. 
* Or, shall I say (for 20% can say enough?) 

A constellation of ten thousand gems, 
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(And, O! of what dimension | of what weight) 
«© Set in one 5/272t, flames on the right hand 
« Of Majesty Divine ] The blazing Seal, 
That deeply stamps, on all created mn, 
« Indeiible, His sov reign attributes, 
% Omnipotence, and Lowe ! That, passing bound; 
&* And tis, surpassing that. Nor stop we here, 
„For want of pow?! in Gop, but thought in man. 
„ Even this acknowledyg d, leaves us still in debt; 
« It greater aught, that greater all is Thine, 
& Dread SIRE ! Accept this miniature of Thee ; 
% And pardon an attempt from mortal thought, 
„In whicharchangels might have fail'd, unblam'd,”? 
How such ideas of the ALMIGHTY 's poxver, 
And such ideas of the ALMIGHTY s plan, 
(Ideas not absurd) distend the thought 
Of feeble mortals ! Nor of them alone 
The fulness of the DIT breaks forth 
In inconcervables to men, and gods. 
Think, then, O think ! nor ever drop the thought; 
How low must νͤi⁵iñn⸗, descend, when gods adore ! 
Have I not, then, accomplish'd my proud boast ? 
Did I not tell hee, We would mount, Lorenss 7 
And kindle our devotion at the s/ars ?” 
AND have IVa? And did I flatter thee ? 
And art all adamant * And dost confure 
All urg'd, with one irrefragable $27 ? 
Lorenzo ! Mirth how miscrable here | 
Swear by the stars, by Hi who made them, swear, 
Thy heart, henceforth, shall be as pure as Z.: 
Then thou, like them, shalt shinc, like them, Shu! 
From low to lofty ; from obscure to bright; [e, 
By due gradation, Nature's sucred law. 
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The stars, from whence — Ask Chaos—He can 
These bright temptations to idolatry, tell. 
From Darlness and Conſusion took their birth; 
Sons of Deformity ! from fluid dregs 
Tartarean, first they rose to masses rude; 
And then, to spheres opaque-z then dimly shone 
Then brighten'd 3 then blaz'd out in perfedt day. 
Nature delights in progress; in advance 
From worse to better: but, when -m/nds ascend, 
Progress, in part, depends upon themselves. 
Heav'n aids exertion 3 greater makes the great: 
The vo/untary little lessens more. 
O be a man / and thou shalt be a god ! 
And half selfmade! Ambition how divine! 

O thou, ambitious of disgrace alone ! 
Still undevout ? Unkindled *—T ho', high-taught, 
School'd by the skies; and pupil of the stars. 
Rank coward to the fasten world ! 
Art thou asham'd to bend thy knee to Heav'n ? - 
Curst fume of pride, exhal'd from deepest Hell! 
Pride in religion is man's highest praise. 
Bent on destruction! and in love with death ! 
Not all these luminaries, quench'd at once, 
Were halt so sad, as one benighted mind, | 
Which gropes for Happiness, and meets Despair. 
How, like a widow in her weeds, the Night, 
Amid her glimmering tapers, silent sits | 
How sorrowful, how desolate, she weeps 
Perpetual dews, and saddens Nature's scene ! 
A scene more sad Sin makes the darken'd soul; 
All comfort kills, nor leaves one spark alive. 

Tho' blind of heart, still open is thine eye; 
Why such magnificence in all thou seest ? 
Of matter's grandeur, know, one end is this, 
To tell the rational, who gazes on it 

| Cc3 | Tho? 
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„Though that immensely great, still greater He, 
Whose breast, capacious, can embrace, and lodge, 
© Unburthen'd, Nature's universal scheme; 
Can grasp creation with a gingle thought; 
„Creation grasp; and not exclude its SIRE''— 
To tell him farther—* It behoves him much 
To gxard th' important, yet depending, fate 
Of being, brighter than a thousand suns, 
One single ray of thought outshines them all.“ — 
And if man hears obedient, soon he'll soar 
Superior heights, and on his purple wing, 
His purple wing, bedrop'd with eyes of gold, 
Rising, where thovght is now deny'd to rise, 
Look down triumphant on these dazling spheres. 
Why then persist ?—No mortal ever liv'd, 
But, dying, he pronounc'd (when words are true), 
The whole that charms thee, absolutely vain ; 
Vain, and far worse !-—Think thou, with dying 
O condescend to think as angels think! men; 
O 7o/erate a chance for happiness! | 
Our nature such, ill choice insures ill fate; 
And Hell had been, though there had been no God. 
Dost thou not know, my new astronomer | 
Earth, turning from the un, brings night to man ? 
Mau, turning from his God, brings endless night; 
Where thou canst read no mvrals, find no friend, 
Amend no manners, and expect no peace. 
How deep the darkness! and the groan, how /oud ? 
And far, how far, from lambeut are the flames! 
Such is Lorenzo's purchase! such his praise ! 
The proud, the politic, Lorexzo's praise; 
Though, in his ear, and levell'd at his heart, 
I've half read o'er the volume of the skies. 
For think not thou hast heard all this from v,; 
My $ong but echocs what great Nature Speaks ; 
VW hat 
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What has she spoken? Thus the goddess spoke, 
Thus speaks for ever :—* Place, at Nature's head, 
A Sovereign, which o'er all things rolls his eye, 
* Extends his wing, promulgates his commands, 
But, above all, diffuses endless good | 
% 79 whom, for sure redress, the wrong'd may fly; 
The vile, for mercy ; and the pain'd, for peace 
© By whom, the various tenants of these spheres, 
« Diversify'd in fortunes, place, and pow'rs, 
* Rais'd in enjoyment, as in worth they rise, 
© Arrive at length (if worthy such approach) 
« At that blest fountain-head, from which they 
«Stream 

Where conflict past redoubles present joy; 
And present joy looks forward on increase; 
* And that, on more; no period! every step 
A double boon | a promise, and a bliss.” 
How easy sits #475 scheme on human hearts? 
It suits their make; it sooths their vast desires; 
Passion is pleas' d; and Reason asks no more; 
'Tis rational ! 'Tis great - But what is zhine ? 
It darkens ! shocks ! excruciates ! and contounds ! 
Leaves us quite naked, both of help, and hope, 
Sinking from bad to worse; few years, the sport 
Ot Fortune; then, the morsel of Despazr. 

Say, then, Lorenzo! (for thou know'st it well) 
What's Vice —- Mere want of compass in our 

thought. 5 
Religion, what? — The proof of Commo n- Sense; 
How art thou hooted, A ws the least prevails ! 
s it u fault, if these truths call thee foo! ? 
And thou shalt nevet be mscalld by me. 
Can neither Shame, nor Terror, stand thy friend? 
And art thou 5st:// an insect in the mire ? 
How, like thy guardian angel, have 1 flown, 
Snatch's 
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Snatch'd thee from earth; escorted thee thro' all 
Th' ethereal armies ; walkt thee, like a god, 
Through splendors of first magnitude, arrang'd 
On either hand; clouds thrown beneath thy feet; 
Close-cruis'd on the bright paradise of GOD; 
And almost introduc'd thee to the throne ! 

And art thou still carousing, for delight, 

Rank poison; first, fermenting to mere froth, 
And then subsiding into final gal? | 
To beings of sublime, immortal make, 

How shocking is all joy, whose end is sure! 

Such joy more shocking still, the more it charms / 
And dost thou chuse what ends, ere well- begun? 
And infamous, as short? And dost thou chuse 
(Lor, to whose palate glory is so sweet) 

To wade mto perditton, through contempt, 


Nor of poor bigots only, but thy own ? 


For I have peep'd into thy cover'd heart, 
And seen it blush beneath a boastful brow ; 
For by strong Guilt's most violent assault, 
Conscience is but dis e, not destroy'd. 

O thou most awful being! and most vam 
Thy will, how fra:l / how glorious is thy power 
Though dread Eternity has sown her seeds 
Of bliss, and woe, in thy despotic breast; 

Tho” Heaven, and Hell, depend upon thy choice, 
A butterfly comes *cross, and bath are fled. 

Is this the picture of a rational ? 

This horrid image, shall it be most just? 
Lorengo! No: it cannot,—shall not be, 


Tt there is force in reason; or, in $01nds 


Chanted beneath the glimpses of the moon 


A magic, at this planetary hour, 


When slumber locks the general lip, and dreams 
Through senseless mazes hunt souls un-inspir'd. 
Attend 
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Attend The sacred mysteries begin 
My solemn night-born adjuration hear; 
Hear, and 1'l] raise thy spirit from the dust; 
While the stars gaze on this enchantment zew z 
Enchantment, not internal, but divine! 
« By Silence, Death s peculiar attribute; 
« By Dar#ness, Guilt's inevitable doom; 
y Darkness, and by Silence, sisters dread ! 
IJ hat draw the curtain round Ng s ebon throne, 
„And raise ideas, solemn as the scene; 
* By N1GHT, and all of awful, Night presents 
« To Thought, or Sense (of awful much, to both, 
„The goddess brings); By these her trembling 
Nires, 
Like Yesta's, ever-burning ; and, like her's, 
&* Sacred to thoughts immaculate, and pure; 
Ay these bright orators, that prove and praise, 
And press thee to reverc, the DEITY, 
Perhaps, too, aid thee, when rever'd a while, 
« To reach His throne ; as s/ages of the soul, 
« 'Fhro' which, at dift rent periods, she shall pass, 
„ Refining gradual, for her tinal height, 
And purging off some dross at every sphere; 
Ay this dark pall thrown o'er the silent world; 
* By the world's kings, and kingdoms, most re- 
„ nown'd, | 
From short ambition's zenith set for ever; 
Sad presage to vain boasters, now, in bloom! 
* By the long list of swift mortality, 
From Adam, downward to this ev'ning's Kknell, 
Which midnight waves in Farcy's startled cyc ; 
And shocks her with a hundred centuries 
Round Deaths black banner throng'd, in human 
| thought; 
| « By thousands, nov, resigning their last breath, 
nd 5 And 
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« And calling thee—wert thou so wise to hear 
* By tombs v'er tombs arising, human earth 
« Ejected, to make room for—human earth; 
« The monarch's terror ! and the sexton's trade ! 
« By pompous obsequics, that shun the day, 
Ahe torch funcreal, and the nodding p/ume, 
Which makes poor man's humiliation proud; 
© Boast of our ruin triumph of our d- 
Ay the damp vault that weeps o'er royal bones , 
& And the pale lamp that shews the ghastly dead, 
„More ghastly thro' the thick-1ncumbent gloom ; 
« By visits (it there arc) from darker scenes, 
« The gliding spectre! and the groaning grove ! 
„By groans, and graves, and miseries that groan 
« For the grave's shelter: By desponding men, 
*« Senseless to pains of death, from pangs of guilt , 
„ By Guilt's last audit; By yon 92902 in blood, 
© The rocking. firmament, the falling stars, [knell' 
« And Thundcr's last discharge, great Nature 
* By second chaos z and eternal night— 
BE WISE — nor let Pander blame my char ; 
But own not il}-discharg d my double debt, 

Lowe to the living, duty to the dead. 
For know, I'm but executor ; He left 
This moral legacy; I make it o'er 
By his command; Philander hear in me; 
And Heav'n in both.—If deaf to these, Oh! hear 
F/orells*'s tender voice ; As weal depends 
On % resolve; it trembles at thy choice; 
For Ans sake—love thyselſf : example strikes 
All human hearts; a bad example, more; 
More still, a father's; that ensures his ruin. 

As parent of his being, would'st thou prove 

. Th' unnatural parent of his miseries, 

And make him curse the being which e 
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Is 7his the blessing of so fond a father? 
If careless of · Lorenzo! spare, O! spare, 
Tlorello's father, and Philander's friend! 
Florello's father ruin'd, ruins. im; 
And, from Phkilander's friend the world expects, 
A conduct, no dishonour to the dead. je. 
Let Passion do, what robler motive should; ' 
Let Love, and Emulation, rise in aid | a 
To Reason; and persuade thee to be—blest. 

This seems not a request to be deny'd; . 
Vet, (such th' infatuation of mankind ! ) 
'Tis the most /ope/ess, man can make to man. 
Shall I, then, rise in argument, and warmth ; 
And urge Philander's posthumous advice, 
From topics yet unbroach'd *— 
But Oh! I faint ! My spirits fail !—Nor strange 
So long on wing, and in no middle clime; 
To which my great Creator's glory call'd ; 
And calls but, now, in vain. Sleep's dewy wand 
Has strok'd my drooping lids; and promises 
My long arrear of rest; the dowwny god, 
(Wont to return with our returning peace,) 
Will pay, ere-long, and bless me with repose. 
Haste, haste, sweet stranger] from the peasant's cot, 
The ship-boy's hammock, or the soldier's straw, 
Whence Sorrow never chas'd thee; with thee bring 
Not hideous visions, as of late; but draughts 
Delicious of well-tasted, cordial, rest; 
Man's rich restorative; his balmy bath, 
That supples, lubricates, and keeps in play, 
The various movements of this nice machine, 
Which asks such frequent periods of repair. 
When tir'd with vain rotations of the day, 
let winds us up for the Succeeding dawn; 
Fresh we spin on, till Szc&ress clogs our ene, 
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Or Death quite breaks the spring, and motion ends. 
When will it end with mes 


«© THOU only know'st, 

„Thou, whose broad eye the future, and the past, 

Joins to the yresent; making One of three 

« Tomortalthought ! Thou know'st, and Thovalone, 

« All-knowing '—All-unknown !—And vet well. 
© known ! [felt ! 

« Near, though remote ! and, though unfathom'd 

And, though invisible, for-cver scen! 

« And seen in all! The great, and the minute 2 

Each globe above, with 1ts gigantic race, 

„Each flower, cach leaf, with its small people 
«$warm'd, 

Those puny vouchers for Ommnipotence !) 

To the first thought, that asks, © From chende? 
declare 

« Their common source. Tho fountain running o'er 

„in rivers of communicated joy! 

MW ho gav'st us speech for far, far humbler themes 

« Say, by what name shall I presume to call 

in ec burning 1 in these countless suns, 

« As Moses, in the bush? Ilnsirious mind ! 

« The whole ercation, less, far less, to thee, 

« Than that to the creation's amp.c round. 

« How shall I name Thee ?—How my labouring son 

« Heaves underncath the thought, too big for birth 

« Great system of perfections! Mighty cause 

« Of causes mighty ! Cause uncaus'd ! Sole rut 

« Of Nature, that luxuriant growth of GoD. 

„First Father ot Heels! that Progeny 

ce = endless Series; where the golden chain's 

& Last link admins a peeing, who can tell? 

Father of All that is or heard, or hears ! 
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% Father of All that is or scen, or ces! 

« Father of All that is, or S arise! 

« Father of this immecasurable mass 

« Of matter multiform ; or dense, or rare; 

& Opaque, or lucid ; rapid, or at rest; 

+« Minure, or passing bound! In each extreme 
„Of like amaze, and mystery, to man. 

+ Father of these bright millions of the Night / 
„Of whick the least, full Godhead had proclaim'd, 
And thrown the gazer on his knec,—Or, say, 
+ Is appellation higher still, Thy choice? 
Father of Matter's temporary Lords 

Father of Sp:rits ! Nobler offspring! Sparks 
Of high Patcrnal Glory; rich-endow'd 

© With various mcasures, and with various modes 
© Of ins, reasn, intuitinn ;, beams 

More pale, or bright from Day Divine, to brea!. 
The dark of matter organs'd (the ware 

Of all created spirit); beams, that ric 

Hach over other, in superior light, 

„Till the last ripens into lustre strong, 


(Far fonder than c'er bore that name on carth ), 
* Of Intellectual beings ! Beings blest 
* With powers to please there ; not of passive ply 
To laws they know not; beings lodg'd in scats 
* Of well-adapred joys; in different domes 
„Of this imperial palace for thy sons; 
Of this proud, populous, well-policy'd, 
Though boundless, habitation, plann'd by Thee 7 
« Whosc several clans their several chmates suit; 
Aud transposition, doubtless, would destroy. 
* Or, Oh! indulge, immortal Kizg indulge 
„A title, less august indeed, but more 
* Endearing; ah! how sweet in huznan cars! 

| Dd S worn 


393 THE CONSOLATION, 


* Sweet in our cars ! and triumph in our heart: 

« Father of Immortality to Man ! 

A theme that lately set my soul on fire.— 

« And Thorn, the Next! yet Equal! Thou, by whoin 

« That blessing was convey'd; far more! was 
bought; N 

* Ineffable the price ! By whom all worlds 

« Were made; and one, redeem'd! Illustrious Light 

« From Light illustrious! Thor, whos Regs! 

« Finite in Z/me, but Infinite in space, [| Power, 

On more than adamantine basis fix'd, 

„Oer more, far more, than diadems, and throne*, 

« Inviolably reigns ; the dread of gods 

« And Oh ! the frzend of man] beneath whose tor, 

And by the mandate of whose awful nod, 

All regions, revolutions, fortunes, fates, 

Ot high, of low, of mind, and matter, ro!] 

*« Through the short channels of expiring Ie, 

« Or shoreless ocean of eternity, 

Calm, or tempestuous, (as 7 hy Spirit breathe- ; 

In absolute subjection !—And, O Thou 

The glorious Third ! Distinct, not separate, 

% Beaming from Sof with Both incorporate 

„And (strange to tell 1) incorporate with Dust 

« Bv condescension, as Thy glory, great, 

« Enshrin'd in man! Of human hearts, if pure, 

Divine Inhabitant ! The Tie Divine 

Of Heaven with distant Earth! By whom, I tru«*, 

* (If not inspir'd) uncensur'd this address 

„o Thee, to Them—To whom '—Mysterion; 
„ Pow's | 

' Reveal'd—yert unreveal'd ! Darkness in Light 

„Number in Unity! our joy ! our dread! 
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« The Triple Bolt that lays all wrong in ruin! 

© That animates all right, the 1% le Sun! 

© Sun of the Soul! her never-sctting Sun! 

« Tri-une, Unutterable, Unconcerv'd, 

* Absconding, yet Demonstrable, Great God ? 

« Greater than Greatest! Better than the Best! 
« Kinder than kindest! with soft Piey's Eye, 

« Or (stronger still to speak it) with Thize Own, 
« From Thy bright home, from that high firmament, 
« Where Ton, from all eternity, hast dwelt; 

„ Beyond archangels uπνεννẽ,ʒew ken; | 
From tar above what mortals highest call; 
From Elevation's pinacle; look down, Tall, 
„% Through—what * confounding interval! thro' 
* And more, than lab' ring Faxcy can conceive 
Through radiant ranks of essences unknown; 
Through hierarchies from hierarchies detach'd 
Round various banners of Omutfote ce, 

©* With endless change of rapturous duties fir d; 


Through wond'rous beings interposing swarme, 


All clustering at the call, to dwell in Thee 
© 'Thro' this wide waste of worlds; this vis a vast 
All sanded o'er with suns; suns turn'd to 1p 4s 
{© Betorc Thy feeblest beam, Look down--down-- 
On a poor breathing particic in dust. [down, 
Or, lower,—an immortal in his crimes. 
His crimes forgive ! Forgive his virtues, too 
Those smaller faults ; half- converts to the right, 
Nor let me close these eyes, which never more 
May see the sun (tho' Night's descending scale 
* Now weighs up morn) unpity'd, and unblest ! 
* In Thy displeasure dwells eterza? pain; 
Pain, our aversion; pain, which strikes me z07 ; 
And, since all pain is terrible to man. 
I hough transient, terrible; at Thy good hour, 
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Gently, ah gently, lay me in my bed, 

My clay -cold bed by nature, now, $0 near, 

Br nature, near; til nearer by disease! 

TH then, be / an emblem of my grave 

Let it our-preach the preacher ; every nicht 

Let it out- cry rhe boy at Philip s car; 

That tongue of Death, that herald of the tomb 

And when (the thelter of Thy wing wmnplor d,. 

My senses, sooth'd, Shall ink in soft rc posc 3 

O sink is truth still deeper in my saul, 

Suggested by my pillow, sign'd by Rate, 

First, in Fates volume, at che page of Nan — 

Man's $1thty 9x1, though turn'd, ard tass' 4 712 

« ever, 

„% From ide to ide, can rest on nonrht but Thee 

„Here, i full trust; hereafter, in full gar; 

On Ie, the promis'd, sure, erernat down 

Of spirits, toil'd in travel through this vale, 

« Nor of rh pillow shail 2:7 Soul despond, 

© Fyr—Love Alwighty | Love Almighty ! (sin 

« Exult, Creation ') Love Almighty, reigns ! 

« Thar death of Death that cordial of 8 f 

« And loud Eteruity's triumphant song 

« Of whom, no more: For, O Thou Patron-OG ! 

« Thou God and Mortal ! Thence more God to man 

„Man's theme cternal! Man's eternal theme 

Lom canst not 'scape zwninur'd from our prat tr, 

«« Uninyur d from our praise can He escape, 

« Who, disembosom'd from the Father, bows 

« The Heaven of H caveus, to k1s the distant Eart! 

HBreathes out in agonics a sinless soul! 

Against the cr, Death's iron sceptre breaks! 

From famish'd Rx plucks her human prey - 

* Throws wide the gates celestial to his foes 

Their graiitude, for such a boundlcss _ | 
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% PDeputes their ring brothers to receive ! 

* And, if deep human guilt in payment fails, 

« As deeper guilt, prohibits our despair! 

% [njoins it, as our duty, to ric ο 

* And (to close all) omnipotently kind, 

, Takes His delights among the sons of men.“ 
What words are these? - And did they come 

from Heav'n ? 

And were they spoke to man ? to guilty man ? 

What are all mysteries to love like this? 

The song of angels, all the melodies 

Ot choral gods, are wafted in the sound; 

Heal, and exhilerate, the broken heart, 

Though plung'd, before, in horrors dark as 1g /t 

Rich prelibation of consemmate joy 

Nor wait we dissolution to be blest. 
This final effort of the moral muse, 

How justly + e? Nor for me alone; 

Vor all that read; what spirit of support, 

What heights of Consolation crown my song 
Then, tarcwel NIGHT! Of Darkness, now, no 

os 

Joy breaks, shines, triumphs ; ttis eternal day. 

Shall that which rises out of zoz24t complain 

Ot a few evils, pay'd with endless joys ? 

My soul! henceforth, in sweetest union join 

The rwo supports of human happiness, 

Which some, erroneous, think can never meet; 

Truc taste of life, and constant thought of dents: ; 

The thowg ht of death, sole victor of ws dread ! 

Hope bc thy joy, and Probity thy 5kill ; 


* Prov. Cin. viii. 
+ The Goniulaiton, 
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Thy Patron, He, whose diadem has dropp'd 
Yon gems of Heaven; #ternity, thy prize. 
And leave the racers of the 2wr/d their own, 
Their feather, and their troth, for endless toils; 
They part with all for that 4w/47c4 78 not Grend 
They morrify, they starve, on wealth, fame, pov. er; 
And laugh to scorn the 7507s that aim ar more. 
How must a Spirit, late escap'd from earth, 
Suppose Philarnder't, Lacia's, or Narsissa e. 
The ruth of things new-blazing in his ve, 
Look back, astonish'd on the ways of men, 
Whose lives whole drift is to forget their praves ! 
And when our presext priuiline is past, 

To scourge us with due sense or its anne, 

The «ame astonishment will see us all. 

What en must pain us, would preverve us 9% 
Lorenzo! tis not yet too late: Lorenzo / 

Seize M'isdom, ere tis torment to be Whke 
That is, Seize His do, ere she scizes Tt. 

For, what, my small philosopher ! is Hel! 
Tis nothing, but full knowledge of the 1271, 
When Truth, resisted long, is worn our :; 
And calls Etervity to do here right. 

Thus, Darkness aiding Inteilcstual Light, 
And sacred Sience winzpering truths divine, 
And truths diinne converting pain to peace, 
My song the midnight raven has outwing'd, 
And shot, ambitious of unbounded scenes, 
Beyond the flaming limits of the world, 

Her gloomy flight. But what avails the flight 

Ot Fancy, when our hearts remain below? 
L:rtue abounds in tlatterers, and focs ; 

is pride, to praise her; penance, to perform. 
To mare than words, to more than worth of tony e, 
Lreuzo ] rise, at this auspicious hour; 


An 
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An hour, when Heav'n's most intimate with man z 

When, like a falling star, the ray divine 

Glides swift into the bosom of the ,t 

And just are all, deicrmin to reclaim ; 

Which sets that title high, within thy reach. 

Awake, then: Thy Plilunder calls: Awake 

10 ws who shalt wake, when the creation slecps; 
Vhen, like a taper, all these suns expire j 

i hen [:me, like him of Gaza in his w rath, 
Plucking the pillars chat support the world, 

'n Nature amplc rums hes entomb'd ; 
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The roman numcrals refer to the Nights, tae 
figures to the Pages. 


Night. Page» 
ADDRESS i Death: ff =» 1.7 


4 the great and indolent — un. 22 
hlics of the field = ul. 42 
aged = - „ 

God as the creator iv. 59 
essence of bliss 
and true happiness - IX. 262 


omniscient, om- 
nzpresent, the great first cause 


and father of all — ix. 300 
on his mercu, love, 
and justice iv. 61 
the perfection of 
his ways Ix. 249 
Ocean - - viii. 197 
Night — IX, 262, 284 
the stars . =": 1x. 265 


Jesus Christ, as God-man ix. 304 

Lorenzo, to awake from 
leer, ii, $66 
Acdjuranon, 
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310 INDEX TO THE NIGHT THOUGHTS, 
Night. Page, 
Adjuration, solemn, the Author' $, by night, 
addrest to Loren o - - - ix. 297 
A ifliction, bencticial to good men - IX. 247 
Age and disease, the harbingers of death, iii. 52 
" the, less heedful of death's approach 


than the young - - V. 98 

absurditics of - - v. 95 

Allegory on sleep « 2 
on time - - - - nl. 19 

on aged trees - - - iv. 58 

on the end of lite - - ibid, 

on learning — - - v. 88 

on pleasure - 3 100 
Altamont, the death of < = . 94 
Ambition and avarice, the influence of vi. 124, 12+ 
true, described, vi. 123 


roof of immortality vii. 15 
Ao half their joy derived from friend- 


ship — - - o I. J2 
and men, compared - - iv. 7 
the relationship between iv. 74 
the war of, - =. Yi. 173 
Analogy, man's surest guide - 5 19 
Annitulation, the absurdities and horrors of, 
urged = — as - - vü. 174 
Arts, human, surpassedl by nature — ix. 26: 
Astrology, true, what it is, found out, ix. 266 
Avarice, furnishes an argument of immor- 
tality — - - - - vil. 160 
Author, the, his disappointments - 87 
predicted fate of his book - viii. 233 
His prayer for himself ix. 303 


Bell, 


INDEX TO THE NIGHT THOUGHTS. zur 


a B. 
kt, Page. 
Bell, the striking of a, its language — 
import - - - - «oo | 
Bible, reading of the, recom- 
mended - +. 187. Vill. 215 
Blest, the, sce the works of creation in their 
due proportion - - viii. 193 
Brutes, in what hight superior to man vii 156 
happier than rational beings + VII. 169 
= 
Christian, the dignity of a - — v. 78 


I 


compar ed to a Ship at sea = vii. 224 
difference between lim and the 


men of the world - - ibid. 
Christ, his crucifixion described - iv. 62 
his life, death, and ascension, proofs 
of immortality — — - Iv. 63 
his philanthropy - - „ 
Clouds, a fine description of them „ IK #0 
Complaint, the, cf a good man, on the sup- 
position of no future existence - vii. 166 
Con, cience, the treachery cf, - - 11. 23 
the power of, whence it is de- 
rived - - - vii. 182 
Conversation, the benefits of - - 11. 29 
fits for solitude - „ 
Creation, a specimen and carnest of Gods 
power — — VI 23 


the maguificence of, a mockery 

on man, it doomed to annihi- 
lation - - - vii. 170 
end ot it, immortality - V. 177 
Crimes, 


; 
— 1 7 
„ 
« 4 
: 1 
? 
* 
— 4 
* 


2 
- 


- 
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Night, Pag. 
Crimes, covered by night - X. 263 
D, 

Day of judgment described +» - Ix, 240 
Dead, the, tolly of lamenting - — l, 4 
| pity more justly due to the livi ing ibid. 
who properly mourn — ii. 15 
heinousness of violating — iii. 43 

Death, proprictor of all, = . s 9: 

Sudden and unexpected, the danger 

0 * ay - * — 1. 12 


damps all worldly enjoyments — ii. 26 
the great advantages derived from iii. 


to be welcomed by age - e. $6 
the vwiftness of its progress . iv. 79 
of friends, how to be im- 
prov ved * ” V. 92. vii. 154 
the different forms it appears in V. 104 
the thought of, an antidote 

against the fear of = . 100. ix. 30 
characterised - - . v.03 
the insidiousness or treachery of v. 104 

the uncertainty of, should cxcite us 
to ww atehfulness : V. 106 
Death-bed, of the just, deveribed - 1. 72 

of friends, a fine description of 
the - = — 1 95 

Deluge, the, and conflagration of all things, 
described — - - 1 „ ix. 239 
Devil, the, his 5CNECNCC, \\ hat, — ix. 243 
Discontent, man's, a proof of immortality vil. 148 
Diversions, censured — — Ii. 17 
Dreams, a proof of the soul's immortality i. 4 


Earth, 
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E. 
Night. Page. 
Earth, the region of melancholy . 1. 4 
not to be trusted in - iii. 42 
Epitaph, on the human race, supposing no 
future State - — — — vii. 171 
Eternity, description of — „ 1 
Evening, fine description of a summer's ii. 35 
Experience, its language - "EY 
F, 
Faith disarms death of its terrors - iv. 76 
Fame, the vanity of + . - - iv. 58 
the fondness for, disavowed by man vii. 157 
described - - - Vi. 2158 
Fear of a future state, a proof of its reality vii. 186 
Firmament, What it is — - - ix. 266 
Florello, his story - - o viii. 199 
Folly, subject to miscry =» ” * ii. 204 
| _- wisdom contrasted, > viii. 219 
Friend, the bosom of a, fincly described 11. 30 
Friends, real, the value of - 11, 29, 39 
God's design in taking them 
from us Ve 94, 11 4% 
dying, a striking description of v. 93 
the death of, how to be improved vil. 184 
Friendship, the benefits of = - - 1, 29 
directions for preserving » 11. 33 
Funerals, pcj0s, description of - ix. 298 
Future state, „god man's complaint, Sup- 
ping none * - - vii. 166 
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G. 
Night. Page. 
Glory, true, wherein it consists viii. 20; 
God, erroncously defined by infidels iv. 62 
a sublime description of 2 iv. 67 


in what light viewed by the believer vil. 174 
by those who favour 
annthilation vii. 175 
denied, creates innumerable my- 
© "RETIES —- = - - vii. 189 
the decrees of, vindicated - ix. 246 
all he docs right 3 - ibid. 


Good man, the, exposed to trials in this life viii. 223 
| characterised - viii. 224 
N {rave the, a description of i. 4. ii. 26, iii. 46 
— 14 a real Hell, if there be no future 
| | state - vii. 171 
7 rcat, the, their mistaken notions of friend- 
1.48. | hip - Q — — — ii. z: 
(A a Grcutness, true, described - - viii. 22: 
ay * Orict, the proper school of wisdom a wok 
P I 
* t lappiness, earthly, its insumciency and 
. 1 emptiness . * 
ba : described — vüi. 195 
8 Dresen, n ches of future 
1 pain - . 4. 10 
10 where her sole residence on earth 1. : 
true, what it is vill. 239, 222 
ahh of the mind, what it i. , Ville 210 
Heaven, the favours of, their nature explained 1,12 
tleavens, starry, questions suggested by a 1 
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Night. Page. 
Hell described - - — Ix. 241, 306 
Hope, a proof of immortality - Vil. 159 
| the different kinds of, described vii. 150, 192 
falsc, its dictates — - vj. 190 

true, its benefits — — - ibid. 
Hours, past, the wisdom of talking with them ii. 26 
Human purzuits, the vanity of - i. 5 
Humility, the praise of - + - viii. 206 

I. 

Idleness, the bane of the $0ul „ 
Illis, proceed from man alone — ix. 248 
the intent of - 8 2 ix. 249 
Imagination, her numerous follies —Viii. 222 


Immortality, the nature of, described — vi. 119 
the value ot - — ibid. 
knowledge to be derived from vi. 121 
its beneficial influence on the 
Soul » — - Vi. 134 
proved from nature - Vi. 135 
from man's discontent Vii. 148 
from his powers and 
pass ions - vii. 149 
from the gradual growth 
of his reason YU, 150 
from the fear of death ibid. 
from ambition » . Vit. 157 
from avarice » vii. 160 
from pleasure Vil 161 
2 belief of, the source of true 


g courage — — vii. 153 
Infancy described — - - vüi. 199 
Infidel, the most frantic of madmen vii. 153 
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Night. page 


Infidels, their character at large - "Vii. 182 
in what respects they resemble 
Satan - - - - vn. 186 
I nfidelity, the cause of - 5 
1 nscription on those who believe the doc- 
trine of annihilation - - —Vii. 173 
Instinct, in animals, in what respect wiser 
than reason in man . - - vii. 169 
Tov, true, learned from Scripture — viii. 21; 
Judgment, the day of, described - ix. 240 
K. 
Kissing the Pope's toc, the custom of, ri— 
diculed - - - - - - Vill 222 


Knowledge, thought, and virtue, real evils, 
if the system of the infidel be adopted vii. 167 


L. 
Laughters half immortal - - vin. 214 
much mdulged, censured - ibid. 
Learning deseribed - - 33 
true, define. - . r02 
Life, the 83 of existence - 3 
various evils to which it is subject, 
enumerated = - - - 1. 10 
the shortness of- TIS = V. 103 
how to be valued - — - V. 103 
length of, how to be computed <= ibid. 
the different stages of - vii. x99 
Lorenzo, advice to i. 12, 111.47, vi. 120, viii. 213 
address to 2 — - iii. 42, 52 
Love and joy, the essence of heaven vii. 1 
Lysander and Aspasia, their story 2 Il 


VI. 
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M. 
Night. Page. 
Man, the complicated nature of „5 1» 
his littleness and greatness — ibid. 
attached solely to this world — i. 5 
his neglect of time — ii. 28 
places all pleasure in the gratification 
of his passions - 5 - iii. 42 
his unreasonable fears of death * 46 
through redemption, superior to the 
angels - - - iv. 68 
the cause of his misery - v. 108 
his birth and death - vi. 126 
his heart described - - vii. 157 


a melancholy but true picture of ix. 296 
Men of the world, wherein they differ from 


the real Christian - . . vili. 224 
VIinisters of God, a description of the ix. 261 
Moon, for what end created - „ . 

her influence respecting the tides ix. 270 
Morality, true, defined . - „ „ 
N. 
Narcissa, death and character of - 111. 40 
Nature, and man, compared = — vi. 136 
the speech of . - IX. 295 


Necessitv, the doctrine of, disapproved vil. 185 
Night, a tine description of i. 2, ix. 252, 257, 284 
its pre-eminence over day v. 84, ix. 257 
a friend to religion n 
Nobility, wealth, and fame, the vanity of - iv. 5$ 
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O, 
Night. Pape 
Obligations, rehigious and moral, all ren— 
dered void on the plan of infidelity < vii. 168 


Ocean, a description of the - - vii. 197 
Occonomy, true, described - vi. 132 
TE. 

Passions, and powers, human, evince an im— 
| mortality - - - vii. 140 
the grandeur of the „„ 
origin of the - - ibid. 
Patience and resignation, the p:llars of hu- 
man peace - 0 « i Vl. 223 


Peace and pleasure, whence derived — ib. 202 
Philander, the effects lus last sigh had upon 


the author - - - 1. 11 
his death clegantly described + 11. 34 
Piety, the blessings of - - — vii. 212 
Pleasure, proves the existence of a future 
state - - I. 161 
what 1t 13 - - = Vill. 208 
the love of, universally predomi— 
nant „ - - ibid. 
the praise of, vindicated - viii. 209 
the origin of = - - Vil. 210 
its purpose, and end - - viii. 211 
nature of - - - ibid. 


Pleasures, various kinds of, pursued. vii. 208, 211 
prohibited by conscience, un- 

natural - - — vil. 217 

Poetry, and prose, their affinity v. 83 

Pope, Mr. panegyric on, = - - 1. 14 

Praize, the . of, its effects p vii. 159 

Prayer, 


fad knead ad woods wok 
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Night. Page. 


Praver, secret, what it is - - vi. 213 
Pride and pleasure compared =» - v. 82 

reconciled by wit - ibid. 
Prince, the truly great, defined ry Vi. 127 
Pursuits of mankind, what are the - vii. 194 


Q 


Questions, various, unresolvable, but on the 


»upposttion of an immortality - Vii. 165 
R. 
Reason, the boasted friends of, described W. 77 
the slow growth of, an evidence of 

immortality - - Vi. 180 

and instinct compared - - ibid. 
peculiar to man - - 1b. 189 
Redemption of man, descant on the I. 6 
Reflection, the benefits of.. u. 20 
Religion, the blessings derived from + "040 
Riches, of no avail in death - - v.43 $© 
Ruin, of man, trum himself . II. 

. 

Scale of beings, 8 - - - Vi. 137 
Scriptures, valuc of rhe - = fi. 187 
why contemned by intidels Vill. 215 
dcasons, tlie, described - — VI. 136 
emblems of man — - ibid. 
Selt-knowledge the sum of Wisdom, + iw. 69 
Senses, extensive power of the - Vi. 128 


dense distinguishes the brutc from man vil. 189 
Slams, 
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Night. Page, 

Shame, the sensation of, for what purpose 
implanted in man - . - vii. 157 
Silence and darkness, sisters 5 — i. 2 
$1milies—The author, compared to a worm 1. 6 
to a shepherd - iv. 68 
to a shipwrecked mariner, ib, 
to a traveller +» ix. 235 


Recollection, to a murderer i. 7 
The earth, to a map of man +» 1.9 
A Cock, to the last trumpet 11. 15 


Man, at the last hour of life, to 
a ship driven out to sca il. 17 
in his neglect of death, 


to Jchu - - V. 101 

to a Spider — vi. 122 

to sheep - „VII. 148 

ATen, to children - - 11. 18 
to comedians - iv. 37 
Friendship, to honey ii. 29 
Dving friends, to a cloud Ni. 46 
| Life, to the moon 1 - iii. 50 
to a brook - 8 

to a vessel - - ibid. 

to 2 battle — — v. 99 

to a stage - - V1. 126 
Death, to a harvest - 1. 53 
to an army - vi. 117 

Thc world, to a ship ” iv. 88 
to a small isle iv. 74 


to a troubled sea viii. 197 
to a book „ viii. 203 
to a human figure ibid. 
Old men, to aged trees iv, 58 
Simalies 


INDEX TO THE NIGHT THOUGHTS. 22 


3 Night. Page. 
Srmilies—A redeemed soul. compared to 


a prisoner relcascd - W. 71 
Christ's love to men, to that of 

Jacob for Joseph — iv. 73 

second coming, to à comet, iv. 76 


Sorrow, to a plough - v. 89 

Thoughts, to plants - ibid. 

Prospcrity, to the light of day v. yo 
— * - 

to a comet - N. 207 


The aged, to damaged clocks — v. 9 


Death of the great, to the tall of 


an oak - . - v. 110 
Human jovs, to the reflection of 
objects in the water - v. 111 
A dangerous sickness, to the cast 
of a dye - - - vi. 117 
The loss of friends, to an engine 
of torture — - - ibid. 
Future state, to the end of a 
drama - 3 V1. 126 
Annihilation, to the fall of Lu- 
eier - v. 166 
The souls of men at the resurrec- 
tion, to aswarm of bees vii. 175 
Eternity, to an ocean - vi. 184 
Hope, to a cordial - = vii. 190 
Mankind, to navigators — vil. 197 
Wicked men, to serpents - viii. 205 
Vice, to a pestilence - viii. 221 
Happiness, to Vulcan - viii. 221 
God, to a builder - ix. 289 
Creation, to a net - „. 27 
to a gem - ib. 280 
Night, toa widow in her weeds, Ix. 293 
imc, to Sampson - „ 3-209 
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Night. Pape, 

Sinner, the hardened, his wretched state ix. 236 
Skies, the, prove the being of a God ix. 254 
Sky, the, not the habitation of God — ix. 258 
the effects of contemplating the ix. 262 


Sleep, a fine description of 5 ix. 299 
Soldier, peculiar hard fate of the - i. 8 
Solitude, the advantages f - 1. 38 
the companion of safety - v. 86 
what it is, described — - ibid, 
Sorrow, the common lot of all mankind - 1.9 
ennobles and degrades our nature 1. 10 
Soul, the, a stranger here below - v. 94 
for what end created - + Ix 265 
the value of - - vii. 176 
Speech, the advantage of - - . ii. 29 
Spirits, departed, their thoughts of men ix. 306 
Stars, fixed, instructive — - IX. 254 
supposed to be suns „ 
how kept in their places ix. 269 
prove the being of a God ix. 272 
address to them - Ix. 273 

their immense distance from 
the carth - ix. 230 
their origin = - - _ 1x. 293 

Starry heavens, benefits arising from a view 
of the . - - 5 IX. 257 
Statesmen, the wiles of — - vin. 201 
Station, high, described - vi. 12 5 


Subjects insisted on in the Night Thoughts v. $3 
Suicide, peculiar propensity of the English to v. 94 


the cause of, defined - - v. 95 

a picture „ > - - viii. 231 
Superstition, the cruelty and popish bigotry _ 

of, displayed a — . ili, 43 


f hob 


INDEX TO THE NIGHT THOUGHTS. 322 


T. 
Night, Page, 
Tears, indulged, deserve shame - 111. 41 
| their different sources - - v. 96 


Thought, of death, how beneficial — - Wi. 47 
serious, the importance of vii. 232 


Thoughts, the importance of guarding our 1. 15 
Tune, its value - 8533 li. 16 
| ane description of the end of - 1X. 244 
and eternity, the meeting of - ibid. 
Tombs, instruction derived from - V. 90 
Truth, description of . - . 79 
U. 

Unbelief defined - - — ii. its 
Understanding, the benefits and use of vi. 129 
V. 

Vice, a definition of — - - ix. 295 

Vicious men, their enjoyments destitute 
of stability — — - - „ - FLY 
Virtue, alone, can inspire us with confidence 
in death - - - 1. 34 
attended with what consequences 11, 49 
its durability - - - FH $38 
lightens the evils of life - vi. 130 
a crime, if the doctrine of a future 
state be rejected © Vit. 168 
dutkers here below - - viii. 203 
W. 
Warnings, the use of . - - 1. 29 
. . Vi. 125 


Wealth, truc, described | 
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Night. Page, 
Winter, as necessary and beneficial as the 
spring - . - - - ix. 250 
Wisdom, her admonitions, when most pre— 
valent — - - . v. 89 
true, the operations and advan- 


tages of - - - viii. 229 
Wishes, proofs of immortality Fe VII. 150 
Wishing, the folly of - - - iv. 57 
Wit, a true description of - „Vi. 428 
Woes, usually assai us in clusters - iii. 49 
World, this, a point only in the creation - v. $3 
defined - - viii. 194, 190 
a man of the, described — vii. 200 

much knowledge of the, necessary 
to Our safety — „Ii. 229 
the present, a grave - IX, 238 
Worth, truc, described - O 4. Th 136 
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PAR APH RAS E. 


ON 


PART OF THE BOOK OF JOB, 


HRICE happy 796 long hv'd in regal state, 
Nor sau the sumptuous East a prince so great, 

Whose worldly stores in such abundance flow d, 
Whose heart with such exalted virtue glow'd. 
At length misfortunes take their turn to reign, 
And ills on ills succeed; a dreadful train 
What now but deaths, and poverty, and wrong, 
The sword wide-wasting, the reproachful tongue, 
And spotted plagues, that mark'd bis limbs all o'er 
50 thick with pains they wanted room for more 
A change so sad what mortal heart could bear ? 
Exhausred woe had left him nought to fear, 
But gave him all to grief. Low earth he prest, 
Wept in the dust, and sorely smote his breast. 
His friends around the deep affliftion mourn'd, 
Felt all his pangs, and groan for groan return'd ; 
In anguish of their hearts their mantles rent, 
And scv'n long days in solemn silence spent; 
A debt of rey rence to distress so great 
Then 7% contain'd no more, but curs'd his, fate, 
His day of birth, its inauspicious light | 
He wishes sunk in shades of endless night, 
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ta? 


And blotted from the vear ; nor fears to crave 

Death, instant death, impatient tor the grave ; 

That scat of peace, that mansion of reposc, 

Where rest and mortals arc no longer focs ; 

Where counscllors arc hush'd, and: mighty kings 

EO happy turn!) no more are wretched things, 
His words were daring, and displeas' d his friends; 

His conduct they reprove, and he defends ; 

And now they kindle into warm debate, 

And sentiments oppos'd with equal heat ; ; 

Fixt in opinion, both refuse to vield, 

And summon all their-reason to the field; 

So high at length their arguments were w :rought, 

E & hey reach'd the last extent of human thought: 

A pause ensu'd. When, lo! Heav'n interpos'd, 

And awfully the long contention clos'd, 

Full o'er their heads; with terrible surprise 

A sudden whirlwind blacken'd all the skies; 
(hey saw, andtrembled!) from the darkness broke 

A dreadful voice, and thus tht Almighty spoke. 
Who gives his tongue a loose so bold and vain, 

Censures my conduct, and reproves my reign ? 

Lifts up his thought against ne from the dust, 

And tells the world's Creator what | is just? 

Of late so brave, now lift a dauntless eye, 

Face my demand, —_ give it a reply. 

Where didst n d dwell ar Naturc's carly birth ? 

Who laid foundations for the spactous carth ? 

W ho on its surface did extend the line, 

Irs form determine, and its bulk confine ? 

VWhotix'd rhe corner-stone ? What hand, deelarc, 

Hung it on noughit, and fastcn'd it in aur 

a bel n the bright morning Stars in concert sung, 

Wim Heav'n's hig! f arch with loud hosannall! 

rung, 


Wen 


FART OF THE BOOK OF JOB. 227 


When shouting sons of God the triumph crown'd, 
And the wide concave thunder 'd with rhe sound? 
Earth's num'rous I ],, hit thou view 9 
them all ? 
And can thy span of knowledge grasp the ball? 
Who hcav'd the mountain, winch sublimely stands, 
And casts its shadow into distant lands: 

Who, stretching forth his sceprre © cr the e, 
Can that wild world in due $ubjection keep ? 
broke the globe, 1 scoop'd its hotiow d side, 

And did a bason for the floods provide; 

| chain them with my word; the boiling seca, 
Work'd up in tempests, hears my great decree ; 
„Thus far thy floating tide shall be convey d; 
And here, O Main, be thy proud billows stay'd.““ 

Hast thou explor'd the <-c7e7s of the deep, 
Where, shut from use, unnumber'd trea>ures sechs 
Where, down a thousand fathonis from the day, 
Springs the great fountain, Mother of the Sca * 
Those gloomy paths did thy bold foot e'er tread, 
Whole worlds of waters rolling oe thy hea ? 

Hath the cleft centre open d wide te thee = 
Dearh's inmost chambers didst thou ever sce ? 
E'er knock at his tremendous gate, and wade 
To the black portal through th' incurabent sade 
Deep are those shades, but Shades still deeper tude 
My counsels from the ken of human pride. 

Where dwells the Light, in what retulgent dome ? 
And where has Darkncss made her dismal home * 
Thou know'st no doubt, since thy large heart 13 

fraught 
With ripen'd wisdom through long ages brought, 
Since Nature was call'd forth when thou wast by, 
And into being rose bencath thine eye, | 
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Are mts begotten * Who their father knew * 
From whom descend the pearly drops of dew * 

To bind the stream by night, what hand can boast, 
Or whiten morning, with the hoary fr957 ? 

Whose pow'rful breath, from northern regions 
Touches the sea, and turns it into stone? | blown, 
A sudden desert spreads o'er realms defac'd, 

Aud lays one half of the creation waste? 

Thou know'st Me not , thy blindness cannot sce 
How vast a distance parts thy God from thee. | 
Canst thou in <v/ir/cvinds mount aloft? Canst thou 
In clouds and darkness wrap thy awful brow ? 
And when Day triumphs in meridian light, 

Put forth thy hand, en the world with Night? 

Who launch'd the c/9vuds in air, and bid them ro! 
Suspended seas aloft, from pole to pole ? 

Who can refresh the burning sandy plain, 

And quench the summer with a waste of rain? 
Who in rough deserts, far from human toil, 

Make rocks bring forth, and Desolation smile 
There blooms the rose, where human face ne'er 
And spreads its beauties to the sun alone, | $hone, 

To check the show'r, who lifts his hand on high, 
And shuts the sluices of th' exhausted sky, 

When Earth no longer mourns her gaping veins, 
Her naked mountains, and her russet plains 

But new in life a chearful prospect yields 

Of shining rivers, and of verdant fields, 

When groves and forests lavish all their bloom, 
And Earth and Heav'n are fill'd with rich perfume ? 

Hast thou e'cr scal'd my wint'ry skies, and scen 
Of hails and cue, my northern magazine ? 
These the dread treasures of mine anger arc, 

My fund of vengeance, for the day of war, | 
W he: 
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When clouds rain death, and storms, at my com- 
mand, 
Rage through the world, or waste a guilty land. 

Who taught the rapid <v/4s to fly so fast? 

Or shakes the centre with his eastern blast ? 

Who from the skies can a whole deluge pour? 
Who strikes through nature with the solemn roar 
Of dreadful e, points it where to fall, 

And in fierce //z/tuing wraps the flying bali ? 
Not he who trembles at the darted hres, 

Falls at the sound, and in the flash expires, 

Who drew the met out to such a e, 

And pour d his flaming train o'er half the skics ? 
Did thy resentmend hang him out? does he 
Glare on the nations, and denounce trom rhee ? 

Who on low Earth can moderate the ren, 
That guides the stars along th' etherial plain; 
Appoint their seasons, and direct their course, 
Their lustre brighten, and supply their force ? 
Canst thou the skies benevolence restrain, 

And cause the Pleiades to shine in vain * 

Or when Orion sparkles from his sphere, 
'Fhaw the cold scason, and unbind the year? 
Bid Mataroth his destin'd station know, 
And teach the bright Areturus where to glow ? 
Mine is the Nig At, with all her stars, I pour 
Mrvriads, and myriads J reserve in store. 

Dost thou pronounce where day-light sbal! be 
And draw the purple curtain of the morn; | born, 
Awake the Sun, and bid him come away, 

And glad thy world with his obscquious rav? 
Has thou, enthron'd in flaming glory, driv'n 
Triumphant round the spacious ring of Heaven? 
That pomp of light, What hand so tar display 5 
That distant Earth lies basking in tlic blaze ? 
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Who did the S9u! with her rich pow rs invest, 
And hght up Reason in the human breast, 
To 5hine, with fresh increase of lustre, bright, 
When stars and sun are set in endless night * 

'To these my various questions make reply. 
Th' Almighty spoke; and, speaking, shook the >kv, 
What then, Chaldcan sire, was my Surprize ? 
Thus thou, with trembling heart, and down-cast 

eves, 
Once and again, which I in groans deplore, 
My tongue has err'd, but shall presume no more. 
« My voice is in eternal silence bound, 
& And all my $9ul falls prostrate to the ground.” 
He ccas'd: witen, lo! again th' Almighty spoke ; 
The same dread voice from the black whirlwind 


broke. 
Can that arm mcasure with an arm Divine ? 
1. And canst thou thunder with a voice like mine ? 
17 Or in the hollow of thy hand contain, | 
0 The bulk of waters, the wide-spreading main, 
When mad with tempests all the billows rise 
J. In all their rage, and dash the distant skies? 
0 Come forth in Beauty's excellence array'd, 
* And be the grandcur of thy pow'r display'd; 
5 | Put on Omnipotence, and frowning make 
4 The spacious round of the creation shake; 
© Dispatch thy vengeance, bid it overthrow 
* . Triumphant vice, lay lotty tyrants low, 
And crumble them to dust. When this is done, 


J grant thy safety lodg'd in thee alone 
Of thee thou art, and may 'st undaunted stand 
Behind the buckler of thy own right hand. 
Fond man! the vision of 2 moment made! 
Dream of a dream! and shadow of a shade! 5 
hat 
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What worlds hast thou produc'd, what creatures 4 
fram'd, | 

What insects cherish'd, that thy God is blam'd ? 

When pain'd with hunger, the wild raven“ brood al 

Calls upon God, tmportunate for food, 1 

Who hears their cry, who grants their hoarse re— 4 

And stills the clamour of the craving nest? [quest, 
Who in the crucl estrich has subdu'd 

A parent's care, and fond inquicrude ? 

While far she flies, her scattcr'd eggs are found, 

Without an owner, on the sandy ground; 

Cast out on Fortune, they at mercy lic, 

Aud borrow life from an indulgent sky; 

Adopted by the Sun, in blaze of day, 

They ripen under his prolitic ray. 

Unmindrul she, that some unhappy tread 

May crush her young, in their neglected bed. 

What time she sKims along the field with speed, | 

She scorns the rider, and pursuing stecd. ly 
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How rich the peacock hat bright glories run 25 4 
From plume to plume, and vary in the sun! 12 A 
He proudly spreads them to the golden ray, "P| 
Gives all his colours, and adorns the day, 1 

ith conscious state the spacious round displays, 1 5 
Aud slowly moves amid the waving blaze. ** 
Who taught the haut to find, in scasons wise, ul | 


Perpetual summer, and a change of skies? 
V hen clouds deform the year, she mounts the wind, 
Shoots to the south, nor fears the storm behind; 
The sun returning, she returns again, 
Lives in his beams, and leaves ill days to men. 
Though strong the hawk, though practis'd well 
An c. eros her in a lower sky; | to fl/, 
An exc, when deserting human sight, 
She coks the sun in her unweary'd flight, 
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Did thy command her yellow pinion lift 

do high in air, and scat her on the clikt, 

Where far above thy world she dwells alone, 

And proudly makes the strength of rocks her owrl z 
Thence wide oer nature takes her dread survey, 
And with a glance predestinates her prey ? 

She feasts her young with blood, and hov'ring o'er 
1 unslaughter' d host, enjoys the promis i gorc. 

Know ﬆ thou how many moons, by Me assigned, 
Roll o'er the mountain go, and forest hind, 
While pregnant tucey a mother's load sustain? 
They bend in anguish, and cast forth their pain. 
Hale are their young, from human fraikies freed 
Walk unsustain'd, and unas- ited teed ; 

They live at once, forsake the dam's warm side, 
Take the wide world; with Nature ior their guide, 
Bound o'er the lawn, or seck the distant glade, 
And find a home in each delight! Shade, 

ill the tall recom, w hich knows no lord bat Me, 
Low at the crib, and ask an aims vf thee * 
Subin:t his unworn Shoulder to thu young, 
Break the stift chd, and oer thy furrow nn 
d mei read 1115 strength, Lo fttrust him, void ot care, 
Lay on his neck tac toil of ati the year ; 
Bid tum pring home the seasons to thy doors, 
And cast his load among thy gator d stores. 

Didst thou from sers ice the 3/d-auss diicharce. 
Ang preakx Nis bonds, and bid him live at large; 
T nroagh the wide waste, his ample mansion, rob, 
And 054 himself in his unbounded home ? 

By Nature's hand magnincently ted, 
His nical is on the range of mountains spread; 
As in Pure air aloft he bounds along, 
Ie sees im Gaunt omoke the city throng. 
Consg in 
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Conscious of freedom, scorns the smother'd train, 
The threat'ning driver, and the servile rein. 
Survey the warlike /4orse ! didst thou invest 

With thunder, his robust distended chest ? 

No sense of fear his dauntless soul allays 

"Tis dreadful} to behold his nostril blaze 

To paw the vale he proudly takes delight, 

And triumphs in the fulncss of his might; 
High-rais'd he snaffs the battle from afar, 

And burns to plunge amid the raging war, 

And mocks at death, and throws his foam around, 

And in a storm of fury shakes the ground. 

How docs his firm, his rising heart advance, 

Full on the brandish'd sword, and shaken lance; 

While his fixt eve-balls mect the dazzling Shicld, 
Gaze and return the lightning of the field ? 

He $inks the sense of pain in gen'rous pride, 

Nor feels the shaft that trembles in his side, 

But neighs to the shrill trumpet's dreadful blast 

Till death; and when he groans, he groans his last. 

But fiercer still, the lordly 4% $talks, 

Grimly majcstic in his loncly walks; 

When round he glarcs, all living creatures fly, 

He clears the desert with his rolling eye. 

Sav, mortal, docs he rouse at thy command, 

And roar to thee, and hve upon thy hand? 

Dost thou for him in forests bend thy bow, 

And to his gloomy den the morscl throw, 

Where bent on death lic hid his tawny brood, 
And couch'd in dreadtul ambush pant for blood; 

Or stretch'd on broken limbs, consume the day 

In darkness wrapt, and sJumber o'er their prey ? 
zy the pale moon they take their destin' d round, 

And lasen their sides, and furious tear the givin, 
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Now shricks, and dying groans the desert fill ; 
They rage, they rend, their rav'nous jaws disti} 
With crimson foam; and when the banquet's o'er, 
Thev stride away, and paint their steps with gore; 
In flight alone the shepherd puts his trust, 

And shudders at the talon in the dust. 

Mild is my 4ehemoth, though large his frame, 
Smooth is his temper, and represt his flame, 
While unpemre J. This native of the flood 
Lifts his broad foot, and puts ashore for food; 
Earth sinks beneath him, as he moves along 
To scek the herds, and mingle with the throng. _ 
Sec, with what strength his harden'd loins are bound, 
All over proof, and shut against a wound. 

How like a mountain cedar moves his tail! 

Nor can his complicated sInews fail. 

Built high and wide, his solid bones surpass 

T he bars of steel; his ribs are ribs of brass; 

His port majestic, and his armed jaw, 

En the wide forést, and the mountzin law. 

In monntains feed him; there the beasts admire 
The mighty stranger, and in dread retire; 

At length his greatness nearcr they survey, 

Graze in his shadow, and his eye obey. 

The fens aud marshes are his cool retreat, 

His noon-tide shelter from the burning heat; 
Thor sedgy booms his wide couch are made, 
And groves of willows give him all their hade. 
His eye drinks Jordan up, when ar'd with drough: 
He trusts to turn its current down his throat; 

In ſessen'd waves It creeps along the plain, 

He <inks a river, and he thirsts again, 

Go te the Nye, and from its fruitful side, 

Cast torth thy line into the zwelling ride, Fn 
nn 
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With slender hair {ev/athan command, 
And stretch his vastness on the loaded strand. 
Will he become thy servant, will he own 
Thy lordly nod, and tremble at thy frown ? 
Or with his sport amuse thy leisure day, | 
And bound in silk with thy sott maidens play? 
Shall pompous banquets swell with such a prize, 
And the bowl journey round his ample size? 
Or the debating merchants sbare the prey, 
And various limbs to various marts convey ? 
Through his firm skull what stcel its way can win? 
What torceful engine can subdue his skin? 
Fly far, and live; tempt not his warchless might ; 
The bravest shrink to cowards in bis siglit, 
The rashest dare not rouse him up; Who then 
Shall turn on Me, among the sons of men? 
Am I a debtor ? hast thou cver hcard 
Whence come the gifts which «ce on me conferr'« ? 
My lavish fruit a ttousand vallies fills, 
And Mine the herds, that graze a thousand Hills; 
Earth, sca, and air, all nature is my own, 
And stars and sun arc dust beneath my throne. 
Aud dar'st thou with rhe world's great Father vie, 
Thou, who dost tremble at my creature's cye ? 
At full my huge Leviathan shall rise, 
Boast all his strength, and spread his wond'rous size. 
Who, great in arms, c'er stripp'd his shining mail, 
Or crown'd his triumph with a single scalc * 
Whose heart sustains him to draw near ? Behold, 
Destruction yawns, his Spacious jaws untold, 
And marshall'd round the wide expanse, disclose 
cerh edg'd with death, and crowding rowoon rows: 
What hideous fangs on either side arise, 
And what a deep abyss between them lies? 1 
vote 
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Mete with thy lance, and with thy plumber 5ount, 
The one how long, the other how profound. 

His bulk is charg'd with such a furious soul, 
That clouds of smoke from his spread nostrils roll, 
As from a furnace; and, when rous'd his irc, 

Fate issues from his jaws in streams of fire. 
The rage of tempests, and the roar of scas, 
Thy terror, this thy great superior pleasc ; 
Strength on his ample shoulder sits in state, 
His weli-join'd labs are dreadfully complete, 
His flakes of solid flesh are sbow to part, 

As steel his nerves, as adamant his heart, 

When late awak'd he rears him from the floods, 
And stretching forth his stature to the clouds, 
Vrithes in the sun aloft his scaly height, 

And strikes the distant hills with transient light, 
Far round are fatal damps of terror spread, 
The mighty fear, nor blush to own their dread. 

Large is his front; and when bis burnish'd eyes 
Lift their broad lids, the morning 5eerms to ris. 

In vain may Death in various shapes invade, 
The swift-wing' d arrow, the descending blade; 

His naked breast their impotence deltes, 
The dart rebounds, the brittle fauchion flics, 
Shut in himsclf, the war without he hears, 
Safe in the tempcst of their rattling spears ; 
The cumber'd strand their wasted vollics strow, 
His sport, the rage and labour of the for. 
His pastimes like a caldron boil the flood, 
And blacken Occan with the rising mud ; 
The billows feel him, as he works his way ; 
His hoary footsteps shine along the sea; f green, 
The foam high-wrought, with white, divides rhe 
And distant sailors point where Death has becn bh, 
13 
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His like Earth bears not on her spacious face, 
Alone in nature stands his dauntless race, 
For utter ignorance of fear renown'd, 
In wrath he rolls his baleful eve around, 
Makes every swoln, disdaintul heart subside, 
And holds dominion o'er the sons of pride. 

Then the Chaldean eas'd Its lab ring breast, 
Wh full conviction of his crime OPPret. 

Thou canst accomplish all things, Lord of 
« Might ! 

„And every thought is naked to thy sight, 
% Bur oh! Thy w ays are w -onderful and lic 
Beyond the deepest reach of mortal ey Co 
Oft have I heard of thine almighty pow'r, 
„ Bur never sat Thee till this dreadful hour. 
© O'erwhelm'd with shame, the Lord of Life I sce, 
* Abhor myself, and give my soul to thee. 
Nor shall my weak ness tempt thine anger mare: 
Man was not made to question, but adore.” 
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PART OF THE BOOK OF JOB. 
— ——— 


3 disputed among the critics who was the 

author ot the Book of Job; some give it to 
Moses, some to others. As] was engaged in this 
lite performance, some arguments occur'd to me 
which favour the former of these opinions; which 
arguments I have flung into the following notes, 
where little else is to be expected. | 


Page:225. Tarice happy Job, &c.] The Al- 


mighty's Speech, Chaprer 38, Sc. which 1s Wire 
I paraphrasc in this brite work, is by much th: | 
finest part of the nblest, and most antient port! 
in the World. Bishop Patrick dax Sy its grandcur 
is as much above all other poctry, as thunder? 
louder than a whit: 5Der. In order to set this distin- 
guish'd part of the poem in a fuller lighe, ang 
give the reader a clcarer conception of it, 1 han 


abridg d the preceding and SubsCequ nent parts of 


the poem, and join'd them to it; so that oy 
picce is a sort of an E. pitome of the whole Bock 
of Job. 
use the word Paraphrase, because JI Want 
another which might better answer to the un- 
conmmon 
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at 
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eommon liberties I have taken. I have omitted, 
added, and transpos'd. The Mountain, the Ca— 
met, the Sun, and other parts, are entirely added: 
the Peacock, the Lion, &c. are much enlarg'd : 
unde have thrown the whole into a method more 
zuftable to our notions of regularity. The nudi- 
cious, it they compare ſ this piece V. ich the original, 
will, I fiattcr myself, find the reasons for the 
great libertics I have indulg'd nysclf in through 
thc whole, 


= — ' _ 


* 


3 


Longines has a Chapter on Interrogations, 
vehich shewes that they em ribute much to the 
eblime. This specch of the Almighty is made 

| up ct them. Into) rotation ems indeed the 
proper style of majesty incens'd. It differs from 
other manner of er eprovf, as bidding a per5on 
exccutu himself, daes from a common execution; 
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4 — . 
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tor he that asks the guilty a proper question, makes 
$15 ity 1m effect is Pass Cutence Ol hum St. lf. 
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ay 
Page 326. From the durkniss broke $4. 
4 dreadtrl v,, and thus th Almighty obe. 12 
The Book of J. is well known to be dramatic, 44 
and, like the tregedics of old Greece, is fiction 1 
Se on truth. Probably this most noble part of --Y 
ity t Almighty sne; ak ing out of the whirtwimind 89 . 
ita! able to the after- practice of the Greet ee, 2 


hen there happened dipnus vindice nodus is 
MENUS ; but it 1s a nction more agreeable to I 
ime in which %% lived, than to any since. Free 
quent, before the lv, were the appearances of 
rc Almighty after tis manner, Exodus e. 19. 
4 Ezekiel c. 1, Sc. Hence is he said to dre in 
fk dartucsst and have his way ia ihe W FEE 
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Page 327. Thus far thy floating tide, &c. 
There is a very great air in all that precedes, 
dut this is signally sublime. We are struck 
with admiration to see tlic vast and ungovernable 
ocean receiving commands, and bunctually obev- 
ng them ; 5 ˖0 find it ke manag 'd hor SC, rag ing, 
tossing, and foaming, bur by the rule and di 
rect iou of its muster. This passage yields in subli- 
mity to that of Le? there be Li, Ji, &c. so much 
on!y, as the absolute government of nature yields 
to the creation of it, 

The like Spirit in thesc two passages is no bad 
concurrent argument, that Mess is author of the 
Book of J. 

Page 331. Ven pain 'd with hunger, the 
ziel Raven's brood, &.] Another argument 
that Moses was the author, is, that most of the 
creatures here mention'd arc Eoyptian, The rea- 
son given why the raven 1s Þ articularly. men- 
tion'd as an object of the care of Providence, is, 
because by her clamorous and importunate voice 
she particularly SCEMS always calling upon it; 
thence UKOPATTW a np? is to ask carnestly, #1100, 
I, 2. c. 48. And since there were ravens on the 
banks of the Ne more clamorous than the rut 
of that species, those probably arc meant in thus 
place. | 

Page 331. Who in the cruel Oxtrich has sub- 
du d, &c.] There are many instances of this bird's 
Stupidity ; let two suttice. 

First, It covers its head in tlie recds, and thinks 
irscit all out of Sight, 
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fa, lumine clans? 
Ritendum revolnta captt, creditque latere 


VE non is ei. Claud. 


Secondly, They that go in pursuit of them, 
draw the sin of an estrich s neck on one hand, 
winch proves a sutficlent lure to teke them with 
the other. 

They have so little brain, that Heliogabalus had 
six hundred heads for his supper. 

Here we may observe that our judicious a3 well 

* imme thor just touches Ne Croat points 01 
distinction in cach ercature, and then hastens to 
another. A deseript ion is Cxuct when YUU cannot 
acl, hut Wat is common to another th ing, nor 
ri. tra zt“, but sometlung peculiarly belonging 0 
Lie thin 4 describ'd Us A” Ates 18 last in 11 
much description, as a WEANING eiten in too much 
Ulustration. 
Page 331. Nat time se ins. along the 
feln. &c: . Here is marked another ſecilliur 
unte of this creature, Which neither fies noi 
d „ but has 2 ustlon composed ot 
bott, and wing its Wings us sails, makes great 
stheed. 


Jas la velut L 1017 venantim voribus ales 
Cut Pr bin, calidas cure lranmitlit arenas 
12 Fg! ue modun welt $inwatts flamine pennts 
Putiver wlent, 1 9990 — Claud. in Eutr. 
Page 331. She Scorns the rider and pur 
1% e' d. Xennp ion Say, yr Us had horses 
that could overtake the roat, and the wud -a. 82 


but none that could reach this creature. A thou 
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zund golden ducats, or a hundred camels, was 
the stated price of a horse that could equal their 
Speed, 

Page 331. How rich the Peacock, &c.] Though 
this bird is but just mention'd in my author, i 
could not forbear going a little further, and rns 
ing those beautiful plumes (which are there shut 
up) into half 2 dozen lines. The circumstance 

have mark'd of his opening tus plumes to the 
sun is true. Expandit colores adverse maine 
SOle, quia Sic fulgentius radiant, Plin. I. x. c. 
20. 

Page 331. Though strong the Hark, though 
pra? bd well to Hr.] Thuanus (de Re deci + 
mentions a hawk that few from Paris to London 
in a night. 

And the Egyptians, in regard to its swift— 
ness, made it their symbol for the wind; for 


11 


V. nich reason we may Suppe * the hau. Kk. AS Well 
2 the CYOW above, to have been «a bird Ot note in 


Egypt. 
age 332. Thence wide 0 er Natiire lales 
hor 47 cad Survey, &C. 4 'The. caglc is said to 
be of so acute a sight, chat when She is so hien 
in air that man cannot sce her, she can discern 
the smallest fish under water. My author ac- 
curately understood the naiure of the ercatures 
he describes „ and seems to nave been a natura 
list as w ell as a poct, which the next note will 
coniirm. | 
Page 332. Know'st thou how many 19905, 
by Me assign'd, &c.] The Meant: | 
question is, Know'st thou the time and Cres 
Siances of their bringing forch? for to 5 the 


. 
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time only was casy, and had nothing cxtraor- 
dinary in it; but the circumstances had something 
p-culiarly expressive of God's providence, which 
makes the question proper in this place. Pliny 
observes, that the hind with young 1s by instinét 
dircéted to a certain herb call'd se5elis, which 
facilitates the birth. Thunder also (which looks 
like the more immediate hand of providence) 
has the same effect. Ps. 29. In so early an age 
to observe these things may style our author a 
Naturalist. 

Page 333. Survey the warlike Horse, &c.} 

ne description ot the horse is the most cele- 
brated of any in the poem. There is an excel: 
lent critic on it in the Guardzan, I shall there- 
tore only observe that in this description, as in 
other parts of this speech, our vulgar trausla-— 
tion has much more spirit than the Septuagint; 
it always takes the original in the most poet ical and 
exalted sense, so that most Commentators, even on 
the Hebrew itself, fall beneath it. 


Page 333. By the pate Myon they take tier 
detiin' d round, &c.] Pursuing their prey by night 


is true of most wild beasts, particularly the lion, 
Ps. 104. v. 20. The Arabiaus have one among 
their zoo names for the lion, which significs % 
gunter by maon-Shine. 

Pave 334. He sinds a river, and he thirsts 
Siu, SC. | 


Cg olaciale caput, quo Suetus anheim 
Ferre si, Python, amnemque averiere Ponto. 
Stat. 'I heb. v. 349, 
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Cui spiris tegeret monies, hauriret hiatu 


Lumina, &c.— 
Claud. Pref. in Ruf. 


Let not then this hyperbole scem too much for 
an Eastern poet, though some commentators of name 
Strain hard in this Place tor a new constr uet ion, 
through fear of it. 

Page 334. Go to the Nile, and from its fruit- 


ful side, &c.] The taking the crocodile is 
most difficult. Diodorus suys they are not to be 
taken but by iron nets. When Augustus con- g 
quer'd Egypt, he struck a medal, the im; press of ; 
which was a crocodile chain'd ro a palm- -trec, 2 
with this inscription, Nemo antea religavit: j 
Page 335. The rashest dare not rouze him up, | 
&c. | This alludes to a custom of this creature, |} 1 
winch is, when $sated with tish, to come astore, d 
and sleep among tae reeds. * 
Page 335. —— 53e op 
Deirnetion yawns, his SPAcious jaws unfold, &c.} = 
The crocodile's mouth is exceeding wide. When a 
he gapes, says Pliny, fir totum os Martial says 
to his old woman, el 


Cum comparata ridibus tuis ora 


N:iliacus habet crocodilus angus! ar 1 

So that the expression here is barely just. Ot 

Page 336. Fate issue, from his jaws 18 re am: 05 

of fire. ] This too is nearer truth than at hrt r1 

view may be imagin'd. The crocodile, say the | pr 
naruralists, lying long under water, and being On 

| there forced tu hold its breath, when it emerbes, ele 
| the breath long represt is hor, and bursts out Cx 


4 
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20 violently, that it resembles fire and smoke. 
The horse suf PPresSes not his breath by any means 
IF "ang, neither is he s0 fheree and animated: vet 
the most correct of pours VEitircs to use tlie ait 
np concerning him: 


Cubes umpue premens Voturt f¹t naribusionem. 


S 
Bo this and the foregoing note I would cantion 
Zainst a talse opinion of the Eastern buldness, from 
passages in them ut understout. 

Page 336: Large is his front, and when his 
buriish'd eyes, Xe} His. eyes are like. the 
exeirds of the morning. 1 think this gives us 
as great an image ot the thing it would « press, 
as can enter the thought of ma It 15 not im- 
probab. tc that the V r/tians Stde. = their hicro- 
£:5Þhic for the morning, which is the croco— 
Miles eve, from, this passage, though no com- 
mentator, | have en, mentions it. It is casy 
to Conceive how the Egyptians Should be bork 
readers and admirers of tie 3 ritings of Moses, 
whom I suppose the author of this poem. 


* * ' $ 1 ; . * 
I HAVE _ ODSCF1 ed already that iin four of 


the creatures here describ'd are E gypttaun ; the 
two last are notoriously so, they are the river- 
horse, and the crocodile, tho celebrated inha— 
bitants of the Nie; and on these two it is that 
our author chictly dwells. It would have been 
expected trom an author more re moto from that 
river than Moses, in a catalogue of creatures 
proiuc'd to m agnity their Creator, to Bre dwelt 
on the two largest works of his hand, /g. the 


ages : 
elephant, and the whale: this is $0. natural an 


oxpectation, that some commentators have ren 
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ver'd behemoth and /eviathan, the elephant and 
v-hale, though the descriptions in our author will 
not admit of it; but Moses being (as we may 
well suppose) under an immediate terror of the 
fippoputamos and crocodile, from their daily 
chiefs and ravages . around him, it is ver 
accountable why lie should permit them to take 


* Act. 


IE 


THE LAST DAT, 
A POEM. 


IN THREE: DOORS. 


| 


\ LE others sing the fortune of the great, 
Empire and arms, and all the pomp of state, 

With Þbriton's hero ct their souls on fire, 

And grow veal as his deeds inspirc, 

| draw a de: ver Scene; 4 SCCNT th: it yields 

A /ouder trumpet, and more dreadful fields; 

the Heri alarm'd, both Kart: and 1 leav'n 

0 erthrown, 

And £asping Nature's last tremendous groan ; 

Deaths ancient sceptre broke, the reeming h, 

4 + he righteous Judge, and man s eternal doom. 
Twixt joy and pain [ view this hold design, 

And ask my anxious heart if it be mine. 

Wnatever great or dreadtul has been done 

Within the sight of conscious stars or sun, 

Is far bexeath my daring. 1 look down 

On all the splendors of the British crown. 

This ge ts for my verse n narrow bound; 

Attend me all ve glorious 5vorids around! 


* Tae Duke of Malb9rough. 
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O] all ye angels, howsoe'er disjoin'd, N 
Of ev'ry various order, place, and kind, 
Hear, and assist, a teecble mortal's lays; 
is your eternal KIS GI strive to praise. 
But chicfly / thou, Freut Ruler! Lord of all ! 
Before whcse throne archangels prostrate Fall 
If at thy nod, from Disco d, and from Ng, 


Sprang Beatty, and yon sparkling 99 Ids of I tis ht, 


Exalt ev'n me; all inward tumults quell ; 
The clouds and darkness of my mind dispel : 
To my great subject Ino m breast inspire, 
And raise my lab'ring soul with equal tire. 
Man! bear thy brow aloft, view ev ry grace 
In Gon's great offspring, beautcous Naiur, Os face; 


Sec Spring” gay bloom, see golden Autumn's store; 


See how Earth smiles; 2nd he ar old Occan roar. 
Leviatians but heave their cumbrous mail, 

It makes a ride, and wind-bound natives sail. 
Here forests rise, the mountains awtul pride; . 
Here rivers measure climes, and worlds divide; 


There vallics, fraught with gold's resplendent 


sceds, 
Hold kings and kingdoms fortunes in their beds: 
There to the skies aspiring hills ascend, 
And into distant lands their shades ee 
'View cities, armies, fleets; of flects the pride, 
See Europe's law in Albion's channel ride; 


View the whole Earth's vast landscape unconfin'd, 


Or view in Britain all her glorics join'd. 
Then let the ar male thy wonder raise; 
"Twill raise thy wonder, but transcend thy pr Al<Q. 
How far from cast ro west! The lab'ring eye 
85 Scarce the distant azure bounds deserv: 
Wide theatre! where tempeits play at large, 
"Ant Gob'sright hand can all its Wrath di>cuar: 
Mz; * 
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Mark how those radiant lamps inflame the pole, 
Call forth the seasons, and the year controul : 
They shine through time with an wnalter'd ray, 
Sce His grand period rise, and that decay: 
So vast, this world's a grain; yet myriads grace, 
With golden pomp, the throng'd ethereal space; 
So bright with neck a wealth of glory stor'd, 
*T'were sin in heathens not to have ador'd. 
How great, how firm, how sacred all appears! 
How worthy an immortal round of years ! 
Yet all must drop, as Autumn's sickliest grain, 
And carth and firmam?nt be sought in vain: - 
The track forgot where constcllations shone, 
Or where the Stuarts fill'd an awful throne; 
{ime shall be slain, all Nature be destroy'd, 
N or leave an atom in the mighty void. 

Sooner or later, in some future date 
(A dreadful secret in the book of fate!) 
This hour, for aught all kyman wisdom knows, 
Or when tcn thousand harvests more have rose; 
When scenes are chang'd on this revolving earth, 
Old empires fall, and give new empires birth; 
While other Bourbons rule m other lands : 
And (if man's gin forbids not) other Annes; 
While the still busy world is treading o'er 
The pathis they trod five thousand years before, 
Thoughtless as those who uro life's mazes run, 
Of Earth dissolv'd, or an extinguish'd Sun; 
( Ye sublunary worlds awake, awake! 
Ye rv/ers of the nations! hear, and shake!) 
Thick clouds of darkness shall arise on day, 
In sudden night all Earth's dominions lay; 
Impetuous winds the scatter'd forests rend, 
Eternal mountains, like their cedars, bend; 
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The vallies yawn, the troubled Ocean roar, 
And break the bondage of his wonted shore ; 
A sanguine stain the silver Moon o'erspread, 
Darkness the circle of the Sun invade; 

From inmost Heav'n incessant thunders roll, 
And the strong echo bound from pole to pole. 

When, lo; a vg Hi trump, one half conceal 4 

In clouds, one half to mortal eye reveal'd, 
Shall pour a dreadful note; the piercing call 
Shall rattle in the centre of the ball; 

Th' extended circuit of creation shake; 
The 41ving die with fear, the dead awake. 

Oh powerful blast! to which no equal sound 
Did c'er the frighted car of Nature wound, 
Though rival clarions have been strain'd on high, 
And kindled wars immortal through the «kv, 
Though God's whole cnginery discharg'd, and al! 
The rebel angels bellow'd in their fall. 

Have angels sinn'd! and shall not max beware? 
How shall a son of Earth decline rhe share; 

Not folded arms, and slackness of the mind, 
Can promise for the safety of mankind. 
None are supinely good; through care and pain, 
And various arts, the stecp ascent we gain, 
This is the scene of combat, not of rest; 
Man's is laborious happiness at best; 
On this side death his dangers never cease 
His joys are jovs of conquest, not of peacc. 
It, then, obsequious to the will of Fate, 
And bending to the terms of human state, 
When gullty Joys invite us to their arms, 
When Beauty smiles, or Grandeur spreads her 
charms, 
The conscious soul would this great scene display, 
Call down th imimortal hosts in dread array, 
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The trumpet sound, the Cristian banner spread, 
And raise from silent graves the trembling dcad, 
Such deep impression would the picture make, 

No pow'r on Laren her firm resolve could shake: 
Engag'd with azge/s she would greatly stand, 
And look regardless down on sca and land; 

Not proffer'd ac, her ardour could restrain, 
And Death might shake his threat'ning lance in 
Her certain conquest would endear the s1ght, | vain ; 
And danger serve but to exalt delight. 

[nsrructed u to Shun the fatal spring, 
Whence flow the terrors of that day 1 sing? 

More boldly we our labours may pursuc, 
And all the dreadful image set to view. 

The sparkling eye, the sleek and painted breast, 
The burnisli'd scale, curl'd train, and rising crew, 
All that is lovely in the noxious snake, 

Provokes our fear, and bids us flce the brake: 
The $/7zg once drawn, his guiltiess beauties ris: 
In pleasing lustre, and detain our eyes; 

We view with joy what once did horror move, 
And strong aversion softens into /ave. | light, 

Say, then, my Muse! whom dismal scenes de- 
Frequent at tombs, and in the realms of night ; 
Say, melancholy maid ! if bold to dare 
The last extremes of terror, and despair, 

Oh «av what change on Earth, what heart in man, 
This Zacke moment since the world began. 

Ah mournful turn! the blissful Earth, who late 

At leisure on her axle roll'd in state, 
While thousand golden planets Knew no rest, 
Still onward in their circhng journey prest : 
4A grateful change of $casons some to bring, 
And sweet vicissitude of fall and spring; 
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Some through vast oceans to conduct the keel, 
And some those wat'ry worlds to sink or swell : 
Around her some their splendors to display, 
And gild her globe with tributary day : 

This World so great, of joy the bright abode, 
Heav*'n's darling child, and fav'rite of her Gov, 
Now looks an exile from her father's care, 
Deliver'd o'er to darkness and despair. 

No sun in radiant glory shines on high, 

No light but from the ferrors of the sky: 
Fall'n are her mountains, her tam'd rivers lost, 
And all into a second Chaos tost : 

One universal ruz spreads abroad: 

Nothing is safe beneath the throne of Gop. 

Such, Earth! thy fate: what then canst thou at- 
To comfort and support thy guilty lord? [ ford 
Man, haughty Lord of all bencath the moon, 
How must he bend his soul's ambition down ! 
Prostrate, the reptile own, and disavow 
His boasted stature, and assuming brow ! 

Claim kindred with the clay and curse his form, 
That speaks distinction from his sister-worm! 
What dreadful panys the trembling heart invade ! 
Lord, why dost thou forsake, whom thou hast made? 
Who can sustain % anger? who can stand 
Bencath the tcrrors of //4y lifted hand ? 

It flees the reach of thought: oh, save me, Pow'y 
Of pow'rs gupreme, in that remendous hour! 
Thou who bencath the frown of fate hast stood, 
And in % dreadtul agony sweat blood 

Thou, who for me, through cvery throbbing vein, 
Hast felt the keencsrt edge of mortal pain; 

Whom Death led captive through the reaims below, 
And taught those horrid mystics of wor | | 


Det! 


BOOK I. THE LAST DAY, 
Defend me, O my Gop ! oh save me, Poro'r 
Of pow'rs gupreme, in that tremendous hour! 

From cast to west they fly, from pole to linc, 
Imploring shelter from the wrath divine; 
Beg flames to wrap, or whelming seas to swechp, 
Or rocks to yawn, compasslonately deep: 
Seas cast the monster forth to meet his doom, 
And rocks but prison up for wrath to come. 
So farcs a traitor to an earthly crown, 
While death sits threat'ning in his prince's frown. 
His heart's dismay'd; and now his fears command 
To change his native tor a distant land : 
Swift orders fly, the King's severe decree 
Stands in the channel, and locks up the sca; 
The port he seeks, obedient to her lord, 
Hurls back the rebel to his lifted sword. 

Bur why this idle toil to paint that day? 
This time claborately thrown away? 
I crds all in vain pant after the distress, 
The height of e/9guence would make it less. 
Heav'ns! how the good man tremblus !— 

And is there a Last Day? and must there come 
A zurc, a fix'd, incxorable doom! 
Ambition ! swell, and, thy proud sails to show, 
Take all the winds that Vanity can blow 
Wealth! on a lofty mountain blazing stand, 
And reach an Indian forth in either hand : 
Spread all thy purple clusters, tempting Vue! 
And thou, more dreadful toc, bright Beauty, shine: 
Shine all, in all your charms together rise, 
That all, in all your charms, I may despise, 
Wrile ! mount upward on a strong desire, 
Buruc, like £4jah, in a car of fire. 

In hopes of g/ory to be quite involy'd ! 
To smile at deat; ! to long to by disoly'd? 
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From our decays a pleasure to receive ! 
And kindle into transport at a grave! 
What equals this? And shall the /r now 
Boast the proud laurels on his loaded brow ? 
Religion] oh thou cherub, heav'nly bright! 
Oh joys unmix'd, and fathomless delight! 
Thou, thou art all! nor find I in the whole 
Crcation aught but Gop and my own soul. 

For ever, then, my s-z7, thy G ob adore, 
Nor let the brute creation praise him more. 
Shall things 71177419 my conduct blame, 
And flush my conscious cheek with spreadingshame! 
They all tor Him pursue, or quit their end; 
The mounting flames their burning pow'r suspend; 
In solid heaps th' unfrozen billows stand, 
'To res and silence aw'd by 4:5 command: 
Nay, the dire monsters that iniest the flood, 
By nature dreadful and athirst for blood, 
His will can calm, their savage tempers bind, 
And turn to mild protectors of mankind, 
Did not the prophet this great rruth maintain 
In rhe deep chambers of the gloomy main, 
When Darkzness round him all her horrors spread, 
And ihe loud Ocean bellow'd o'er his head? 

When now the thunder roars, ! e lightning flies, 
Ard all the warring winds tumultuous rise; 
When now the tnaming surges toss'd on high, 
Disclose the sands bencath, and touch the «ky ; 
When death draws never, tne meriners aghast, 
Look back with terror on their actions past; 
Ficar courage sickens into deep dismay , 
Their hearts, through fear and anguisb, melt away: 
Nor zears, nor pray rs, the rempest can appease; 
Now they devote their tiyeaure to the scas; 


Unload 
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Unload their shatter'd bark, though richly fraught, 
And think the hopes of life arc cheaply bought 
.I ith gems and geld; bur, oh, the storm $0 high ! 
Or gens nor old the ho bes of life can buy. 
The tre mbling prophet then, ihembetves to save, 
They headlong plunge into the brit ly wave; 
Down he deicends, and, boomivg © er his head, 
The billows close; he's number d' with the dead. 
(Hear, O ye j: ist! attend ye virtuous few! 
And the bright pat his of picty pursue) 
Lo! the grcat Ruler of the world, from high, 
Locks emiling down with a propitiou: 5 EYE, 
Covers 5 servant wich his gracious hand, 
And bids tempestuous Nature silent st; and ; 
Commands the peaceful waters 19 give e place, 
Or kindly fold him in a soft embrace; 
He bridles in the monsters of the deep; 
The bridled monsicrs awful distance keep; 
Forget their hunger while they view ther Prey, 
Ani guilties $ gate, and round che S/ranger play. 
But still arive n.w wonders; Nature's Lord 
80 ads forth into the deep his pow riul word, 
And calls the A Levi, athan : the Treat 
Leviathan Aitends in all his State, 
FExults for joy, and, with a migtuy bound, 
NIales the sea shake, andllea nmandlarth re sound; 
Blackens the waters with the rising sang, 
And drives vast hillows to the distant land. 
As pawns an earitguake, when imprizon'd a 
ruggles for vent, and-lays the cenire bare, 
1 he 279 144 expand) | 1118 ] es enormous ze, 
The prophet views the cavern with surprize, 
Nicasures hi s monstrous te eth, afar doscry 


ily 
And rolls lis wond ring cyes from side to side; 


bd 


nen 


= + ws = 


x, 


242 


— rn AAS RIBS 


2 53 
—— 28 


— > 
* — 


——_ 


— 
— >» 


* 
4 
i 


* 
— 


4 


= 


- 


276 THE LAST DAY. BOOK f. 


Then takes possession of the spacious scat. 
And sails secxre within the dark retreat. 
Now is he pleas'd the northern blast to hear, 
And hangs on liquid mountains, void of fear; 
Or falls immers'd into the depths below, 
Where the dead silent waters never flow, 
To the foundations of the hills convey'd, 
Dwells in the shelving mountain 's dreadful] shade; 
Where plummet never reach'd he draws his breatl, 
An glides sercnely through the paths of de 04. 
Te<uo wond'rous days and nights thro” coral groves, 
Thro' labyrinths of rocks and sands, he roves; 
When the h morning, with its revel ravs, 
Thc mountains gilds, and on the biliows plays; 
It sees the king of waters rise, and pour 
His snered guest rnimnmr d on the shore: 
A type of that great blessing which the Muse 
In her next labour ardently DUTSUP2, 


200. 
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OW mar awakes, and from his silent bed, 
Where he has Slept tor ages, lifts his head; : 
Shakes off the $lumber of ten thousand Y Cars, 
And on the borders of new worlds appears. 
Whatc'er the bo Id, the rash, adventure Cost, | 
In widc lern, | dare be lost. 
The Muse is wont in narrow bounds to eing, 
To teach the s<xvarx, or celebrate the #128 
I grasp the w hol e, no morè to parts contin d, ; 
J lift my voice, and sing to aumur kind: | 
sing to men and aug ls ; angels join, 
Whiles1ch the theme, their sacred songs with mine. 
Again the trumpet's intermitted sound 
Rolls the wide circuit of creation round, 
An uvniversal conc u75e to prepare, 
Of al! that ever breath d thu vital air: 
In some wide field, which active whirlwwimnds Sweep, 
Drive citics, fuers mountains 5, to the deep ; 
Tosmooth and lengthen out th' unbounded space, 
And Spread an arca for all human race. 
Now] 77ONUMENRTS prove faithtul to their trust, 
And render back their long FOmmſtec d dust. e 
Now cllarnels rattle catter 'd limbs, and all 
The various bones, obscquious to the call, 
Selt-moy'd advance; the neck peru ps to meet 
Tic distant heud; the distant legs tlie fect. 
> Dreadful 
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Dreadful to view, sce through the dusky sky 
Fragments of bodies in confusion fly, 
To distant regions journeying, there to claim 
Deserted members, and comp Jete the frame. 
When the world bow 'd tro Rome salmighty sword, 
Rome bow d to Pomper, and confess'd her lord. 
Yet one da iy lost, this deity below 
Became the scorn anc J pity of his foe. 
His blood a traitor's sacrifice was made, 
And Smoak'd indignant on a ruftan's bla ade. 
No trumpet's sound, no gasping army's vell, 
Bid, with due horror, his Treat Soul farewell, 
Obecure his fall! all welt ring in his gore, 
His trunk was cast to perish on the shore 
While Julius frown'd the bloody monster dead, 
Who brought the world in his great rival's head, 
This «ever A head and trunk $hall %% once more, 
Though realms now rise berween, and occans roar : 
The irumpet's sound cach vayrant mote shall hear, 
Or hx'd in carth, cr, if attoat in air, 
Obey the signal wafted in the wind, 
And not one sleeping 91922 lag behind. 
So SWALrMmIny beet, that on' a aummer s day 
In ary rings, and wild meanders play, 
Charm'd with the brazen sound, choir wand ringe 
And gently circling, on 2 bough descend. Le ad 
The body thus renew'd, the conscious $927, 
Which has perhaps been futt ring near the pole 
Oc midst the burning plants wond' ring Stra\ d. 
Or hover'd oer where her pale core was laid ; 
Ar rather coasred on her final state, 
And fear'd, or wish'd for, her appointed fate: 
This , returning with © constant flame, 
Now weds for cver her 127470rtal frame, 
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Je, which ran down before, so high is wound, 
The springs maintain an everlas/ing round, 

Thus, a trail rode! of the work design'd, 

First takes a CONV ot the ZN mind, 

Before the structure firm with lasting dak, 

And marble bowels of the solid rock, 

Turns the strong arch, and bids the columns rise, 
And bear rhe lott y palace to the skies; 

The wrongs of line enabled to sutpass, 

With bars of adamant, and ribs of brass. 

That ancient, sacred, and Zustieg dome, 
Where SOON Or tate fair 475. /971 heroes come, 
Frum camps, and courts, tho” great, Or w. ise, or just; 
To feed the worm, and moulder into dust; 

That solemn mansion of the royal dead, 

Where passing £/4Ves er Sleeping monarchs tread, 
Now populous 0'crfiows : a numerous race 

Of rising kings hill all th' extended space. 

A life w ell spent, not the victorious sword, 
Awards the crown, and styles the greater lord. 

Nor mannes alone, and bur al earth, 
Labours with man to this his second birth; 

But where gay palaces in pump arise, 


S 


A \nd oy dead th Ai CS T 1\ 4d C the Kies; 


nen shall wake, whose unrespetted bones 
Support the Feri of their luxurious sons. 
The most mayniticent and costly dome 

Is but an uppere chamber to 2 19976. 

No spot on carth but has up, > ene, 
A a human sKulls the spacious e047 pave 

PF HAS) Tul of man; and at this dre adful tur, 
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Not all at once, nor in like manner, rise : 
Sem litt with pain their slow unwilling cycs, 
Shrink backward from the terror of the light, 
And bless the grave, and call for lasting niglit. 
Others, whose long-attempted virtue stood 
Fix'd as a rock, and broke the rushing flood; 
Who firm resolve, nor beauty cone d melt down, 
Nor raging tyrants from their posture frown 3 
Such in this dav of horrors shall be seen 
To face the thunders with a godlike mein; 

The planets drop, their thoughts are fix'd above; 
The centre shakces, their hearts disdain to MOVE ; 
An Earth d issolving, anden Heavn thrown w Ge 4 : 
A yawning gulph, and fiends on every side 

Screnc they view, impatient of delay, 

And blcss the Juv n of everlasting day. 


Here Creatness prostrate falls ; there, Strength 


gives plac e ; 
Here /avars smile 3 there Beauty hides her face. 
Chrtstians, and Jews, and Turks, and Pagans 
Kane 
A blended throng, one undistinguish'd band. 
dome who, perhaps, by mutual wounds expir d, 
With cal for their distinct persuasion ms fir'd, 
In mutual friend: hip their long dun. mber break. 
And hand in hand their S love partake. 
ut none arc flush'd with Lighter joy, or warm 
\Wntir 7rsier confidence, enjoy the storm, 
Than these Whose pions bounties, unconfhn'd, 
Have. made them public fathers of mankind. 
In that illustrious rank what shining lighit 
V a SUCH distinguih'd glory fills my sight? 
Bond down, my gratctul Muse, that hom Jag 3 
VV hich to such worthics thou art proud to G 
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IWickham! Fox ! Chichley*® I hail, illustrious names 
Who to far distant times dispensc your beams; 
Beneath yozr shades, and near your crystal springs, 
first presum'd to touch the trembling strings. 
All hail, thrice honour'd ! Twas your great re- 
To bless a people, and oblige a crown. | nown 
And now you rise eternally to shine, 
Elernally to drink the rays divine. 

indulgent GoD ! oh how shall -z97ta/ rate 
His soul to due returns of grateful praise, 
For bounty $0 profuse to human kind, 

nc wond'rous gifts of an eternal mind? 
Shall I, who, some few years ago, was less 
Than worm, or mite, or shadow can express, 
Was nothing; shall I live, when ev'ry fire 
And cv'ry star, shall languish and expire? 
When Earth's no more, shall I survive above, 
And through the radiant files of angels move ? 
Or, as before the throne of God I stand, 
Sec new worlds rolling from his spacious hand; 
Where our adventures shall, perhaps, be taught, 
As we now tell how Michael sung or fought ; 
All that has being in full concert join, 
And celebrate the depths of love divine! 

But oh ! before this b/755fu/ state, before 
Tir aspiring soul this wond'rous height can scar, 
The Judge, descending, thunders from afar, 
And all mant;nd is $ummon'd to the bar. 
This mighty scene I next presume to draw; 
Attend great Anna with religious awe. 


* Founders of New College, Corpus Christi, and 
A! Souls, in Oxford; of all which the author vas 
a member. 
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Expect not here the known successful arts 

To win attention, and command our hearts. 

F/ fon, be tar away ; let no machine 
Descending here, no fat {ed god be scen ; 
Behold rhe Gop of gods indecd descend, 

And world: unnumber'd His approach attend] 

Lo the wide theatre, whos: ample space 
Mus: entertain the zv/le of human race, 

At Heaven's all powerful edict is prepar'd, 
And fenc'd around with an immortal guard. 
+ ribes, provipccs a dominion» R work ls, 0 crtluw 
The mighty plain, and deluge all below“: 
And cv ry ag; and nat ion, pour 0 along 83 
Nimrod and Bonrbs „ mingle i in the throng ; 
Adam $alutes his youngest son; no sigu 

Of all those ages, . nich their births dis join. 

How empty ear, and how vain is a, 

But as it neuds the lic. and gitd, the heart! 
What volumes have been swell'd, what time been 
To tix a hero's birth-day, or descent! spent, 
What joy must it now vicld, what r: a raloe, 
To see the glorious FCC of ancient day. 

To greet those 29/4265, who perhaps have stood 
Illustrious on record but dort the fond 7 

Alas! a ncarer care your o demands, 

(ear unnoted in your presence Stands, 

How vag the concourse ! not in number more 
The waves that break on the resounding shore; 
The leaves that tremble in the chady grove ; 

The lamps that gud the spangled vaults above : 
Those overwhelming armies, whose command, 
Said to one empire, T.; arother, Stand ; 
Whose rear lay wrapt in night; while breaking 
dawn, 
R ous'd the broad front, and call's the battle on ; 
Gran 
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Great Xerxes world in arins; proud Caunæ . 
field; 

Where Carthage taught victorious Rome to yield 

(Another blow had broke the farcs decree, 

And Earth had wanted her fourth monarchy ) 

Immortal Blenheim ; tani'd Ramillia's host; 

They at! are here, and here they & are Just; 

Their millions swell to be discern'd in vain, 

Lost as a logo in th' unbounded main. 

This echoing voice now rends the yielding air, 
For judgment, judgment, sons of men, prepare !* 
Earth shakes anew, I hear her groans protound, 
And fell through all her trembling realms res0und, 

Whoc'er thou art, thou greatest pow 'r of earth, 
Bless'd with most equal planets at thy birth, 
Whose valour drew the most successful sword, 
Most realms unitcd in cre common lord, 

Who on the day of trium phi, s Saidst, Be Hue 
he s#ies, Je lava; all this world is mine: 
Dare not to lift thine eye.,—Alas, my Muse / 
How art thou lost? What numbers cans thou chuzc # 

A sudden bluch inflamcs the waving sky, 

And now the crimvon curtains onen tly : 

Lo! far w ithin, and far above all ! cighr, 

Where Heads great Svuerety n reigns in world: 
of light; 

Whence Nat; re He informs, and with one rav, 

hot from His eve, doc: all her works survev; 

Creates, supports, confounds! where tine, 44 
place, 

Xlatter, and form, and fortune, life, and grace, 

Wait humbiy at the foutstool of their Gob, 

And move obedient at His awful nod; 

Whence He bcholds us vagrant Vun crawl! 

At random on this air-suspended ball; 
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(Speck of creation) it Ile pour one breath, 
The bubble breaks, and 'tis eternal death. 
Thence issuing 1 behold (but mortal sight 
Sustains not such a rushing sea of light) 
T see on an empyreal flying throne, 
Sublimely reis'd, Heav'n's everlasting Son, 
Crown'd with that majcstv which form d the world, 
And the grand rebc/ flaming downward hurl'd. 
Virtue, Dominion, Praise, Omnipotence, 
Support the train of their triumphant Prince. 
A zone, beyond the thought of angels bright, 
Around Him like the zodiac winds its light. 
Night shades the solemn arches of His brows, 
And in His check the purple morzizg glows. 
Where'er, serene, He turns propitious eyes, 
Or we expect, or find, a Paradise; 
But if resentment reddens their mild beams, 
The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames. 
In one hand &4zowvledge Shines in purest light ; 
In one, the sword of jz57:ce, fiercely bright. 
Now bend the knee in sport, present the reed ; 
Nov tell the scourg'd impostor he shall bleed ! 
Thus glorious through the courts of Heav'n, the 
SOUTCE 
Of /:fe and death eternal bends his course; 
Loud thunders round Him roll, and lightnings play ; 
Th' angelick host is rang'd in bright array: 
Some touch the string, some strike the rounding 
shell, 
And mingling voices in rich concert swell: 
Voices seraphic; bless'd with such a strain, 
Could Satan hear, he were a god again. 
Triumphant King of glory ! Soul of bliss ! 
What @ stupcndous turn "of fate is this 
O 
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O whither art Thou rais'd above the scorn 

And indigence of Him in Bethe em born; 

A necdlcss, helpless, unzccounted guest, 

And but a second to the fodder'd beast ; 

How chang'd from /i77 who meckly prostrate laid, 

Vouchsaf'd ro wash the feet himself had made | 

From 4/17, who was betray 'd, forsook, deny d, 

Wept, languish'd, pray'd, bled, thirsted, groan d; 

and dy'd: 

Hung picrc'd and barc, insulted by the foc, [low ! 

All Heav'n in tears above, Earth unconcern'd be— 
And was't enough to bid the g retire ! 

Why did not Nature at Thy groan expire ? 

T s&e, 1 hear, I feel, the pangs divine; 

The world is vanish'd, 1 am wholly un. 
XIistaken Calaßhas uh! which blasphem'd, 
Thou or thy pris ner? Miel shall be condemn'd ? 
Vell might'st thou rend thy garments, well exclaim; 

Deep are the horrors of eternal flame 
But Go is god , Tis wondrous all! evin He 
Thou gav'st to death, shame, torture, dy'd for ee. 
Now the descending 7r:2mþh stops its flight, 
Frum Earth full twice a planctary height: 
T here all the clouds condens'd, two columns raise, 
Distin& with orient veins and golden blaze: 
One fix'd on carth, and one in sca, and round 
Its ample foot the w elling billows sound. 
Ihese an immçusurable arch support, 
uc grand bun of this awful court : 
dheets of bright azure, from the purest sky, [ fly. 
dream from ihe crystal arch, and round the columns 
Death, wrapt in chains, low at the basis lics, 
And on the point of his own arrow dies. 
Here high enthron'd, th' cternal Judges plac'd, 
With all the grandeur of his Godhead gracd 
; TR Stars 
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Stars on His robcs in beauteous order meet, 
And the «wa burns beneath His awful feet. 
Now an archangel, eminently bright, 
From off his silver taſt, of wondrous height, 
Unfurls the Cristian flag, which waving flics, 
And shuts and opens more than half the Skies: 
The cross so strong a red, it sheds a stain 
Where'er it floats, on carth, and air, and main, 
Flushes the hill, and sets on fire the wood, 
And turns the deep- 1 ocean into blood. 
Oh formidably glory! dread / bright ! 
Refulgent torture to the gritty Sight. 
Ah turn, unweary Muse ! nor dare reveal 6 
What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwell. 
Say not, (to make the 597 . in his beam) 
Dare not affirm, they wish it all a dream; 
Wish or their 5977/s may with their limbs decay, 
Or Gop be spoil' d of His cternal way: 
Bur rather, if thou know'st the means, unfold 
How they with transport might the scene behold, 
Ah, how! but by repentance, by a mind 
Quick, and severe, its own offence to find! 
B35 tcars, and groans, and ncver-ccasing care, 
And all the pious v iolence of pray'r ? 
Thus then, with fervency, till now unknown, 
cast my heart before th eternal throne : 
In this great temple which the skies: surround, 
For homage to its Lord a narrow bound, 

« O Thou! whose balance docs the mountains 

* weigh, 
„Whose 2% the wild tumultuous seas obcy, 
„% Whosc breath can turn those watery worlds to 
flame, 
That flame to tempest, and that tempest tame, 
60 Earth 8 


BOOK Il. THE LAST DAY. 367 


10 


« Earth's meanest son, all trembling, prostrate falls, 


And on the boundless of thy g99d7ess calls. 


Oh! give the winds all past offence to Sweep, 


* Scatter wide, or bury in the deep; 


* 


Thy pow'r, mv wweakness, may 1 cver see 
5 3 


„And w holly dedicate my a to hee: 


* 


Reign o' er my %; my pass9ns ebb and f 

At Thy command, nor human motive know! 

Hanger boil, let anger be my praise, 

And 5/7 the graceful indignation raise: 

\ V ode be warm to succour the distress'd, 
lift the bur den from the g oppress d. 

80 Wo may my zzderstanding ever re: ad 


This A lorious Argh which thy wisdom made 


ho decks the maiden Spring with flow'ry pride? 

Nele calls forth Summer, like a sparkling bride ? 

llc joys the mother Autumn's bed to crown ? 

And bids ond Winter lay her honours down? 

Not the great Ottoman, or greater Czar, 

No# Europe's arbitress of peace and war. 

May dea, and land, and earth, and Hcav'n be 

* fjgin'd, 

o bring th' eterzas Anthor to my mind! 

\V lien oceans roar, or aw ful thunders ro II, 

May thoughts of 1½ dread vengeance Shake my 
s Soul; 

hen carth's in bloom, or planets proudly shine, 

Adore, my heart ' the Majesty bn e. 

© Through ev'ry scene of life, or Nee or war, 

1 17 „or want, 2% glory be my care ! 

e is the Vintage, ad the conquest Lu: 

uc Wen arms; or sing beneath our vine. . 

„ plcasure points the shaft, and bends the bone, 

he claster blasts, or bids it brightly glow-? 
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4 


1 * 


Tis Ihen that Jeadst our pow'rful armies forth, 
And gives great Arne Thy sceptre oer the 2%. 
Grant I may ever, at the morning ray, 

Open with pray r the conseerated day; 


Tune [hy great praise, and bid my soul arise, 


And with the mounting sun ascend the skies; 
As that advances, let mv zcal improve, 

And viow with ardour of conzummate love; 
Nor ccase at eve, but with the setting sun 

My endless worship shall be still begun. 

And oh ' permit the gloom of Solemn 2 ig ht 
To sacred 749rght may forcibly invite. 

When tins world s Shur, and awful pl. mer rise, 
Call on dur winds, and raise them to the skies 3 
Compose our souls with a less dazzling sight, 
And Show all Nature in a milder light ; 

How ev ry boist rous thought in calm sube es! 
How the smooth spirit mto goodness glides ! 


0 how divine ro tread the milky w 14 


To rhe bright palace of the Lord of day; 

His court admire, or for ,s tavour sue, 

Or leagues of friendship with /7s saints renew; 
Pleas'd to look down, and see the world aslecp; 
While I long vigils to its Foarndey keep! 
«'Canst Thou nut Shake the centre? Ou, controul, 
SUDGUE by force the rebel in my <0. 

{hou who canst still the raging of the flood, 
Restrain the various tumults of my 27 


Teach me, with equal firmness, to sustain 


Alluring gleasure, and àssaulting pain. 

O may 1 pant for {hee in cach desire! 

And with stro 18 faith toment the holy fire | 
suctch QUT, m. «cul, in hope, and grasp the prize 
Whic u in eterniiy's deep Dosi lies! 


« At 
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At the great day of recomperse behold, 

©« Devoig of fear, the fatal 4994 unfold ! 
„Then wafred upward to the B scat, 

« From age to age my grateful song repeat; 

« Ny light, my life, my GoD, m S ur, ses, 
„Aud rival angels i in the praise of TA. 
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HE Zoot untolding. the resplendent 889 
Of saints and angels, the tremendous {te 
Ot guilty souls, the gloomy realms of wc, 
And all the harrors of the world below, 
next presume to sing. What yet remaiis 
Demands my last, but most ex: alted strains; 
And let the Muse or zow affect the sky, 
Or in inglorious Hades for evir hc, 
She kindles ; She's am d, so near the goal; 
She mounts ; che gains upon the starry p07” ; 
The world grows Jets as she pursues her ligt. 
And the 54 ; darkens to her distant siglit. 
Heav' n op' nipg, all its sacred pomp display: 
And overwhelms ber with the rushing blaze; 
The triumph rings! archang els Shout aroun 
And echoing Nature lengtheus out the sound!! 
Ten thousand trumpets now at once advance 
Now deepest 5/{ece Julls the vast expanse : 
So deep the SHCNCE, and so strong tiic blast. 
As Nature dy'd, when she bad groan'd her la t. 
Nor man nor angel moves; the Judy on hig! 
Looks round, and with his glory fills the Sky; 
Then on the fatal $094 bis hand he lays, 
Which high to view Supporting Scrap hs raisc 
In solemn form the rituals arc prepar'd, 
The cal is roten, and a £79947 15 heard, 


And 
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And thou, my soul! (oh, fall to sudden pray'r, 
And let the thought sink deep ! ) shalt Zhoz be there? 
See on the /eft (for by the great command, 
The throng divided falls on either hand) 
How weak, how pale, how haggard, how obscene ! 
What more than death in ev'ry face and mine 
With what stress, and glarings of aſrig lit, 
They shock the heart, and turn away the sight! 
In gloomy orbs their trembling eye-bails roll, 
And tell the horrid Secrets of the soul. 
Each gesture mo! ins, cach 4% , is black with care, 
And ev ty gra is loaded with des par. 
Reader ! if guilty, spe are the Muse, and find 
A trier image pictur” din thy mind, 
Shouldst thou behold thy brother, father, wife, 
And all the soft comp anions of thy life, 
WW hose blended int'rests levell'd at one aim, 
Whose mix'd desires sent up one common flame, 
Divided f tar, thy wretched self alone 
Ct on the left of all whom thou hast known, 
How would it wound 1 W hat millions wouldst thou 
For ze more trial, one more day to live! [give 
Flung back in tune an „ur, a moment 5 sphce, 
To grasp with eagerness the means of grace, 
Conteud for marcy with a pious rage, 
And in that moment to redeem an ge! 
Dris © back the tide, suspend a storin in airs 
Arrest the sun, but still of 74s Lerpait, 
Mark, on the right, how amiab le a grace; 
Their Maker's image fresh in ev ry face 
Whit purple bloom my ravish'd soul admires, 
And their eyes sparkling with zmmeortal tires ! 
Triumpha at be auty ! charms that rise above 
'I hits World, and in pless d angels Kindle love ! 


To 
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To the great Judge with holy pride they turn, 
And dare behold th' Almighty's anger burn; 
Its fask sustain, against its #&r797 rise, 
And on the dread tribunal fix their eyes. 
Are these the forms that mou/der'd in the dust? 
Oh the transcending gu of the just! 
Yet still some thin remains of fear and doubt 
Th' infected brightness of their joy pollute. 
Thus the chaste bridegroom, when the priest 
draws nigh, 
Beholds his blessing with a trembling eye, 
Feels doubtful bassions throb in ev'ry vein, 
And in his cheeks are mingled joys and pain; 
Lest still some intervening chance should rise, 
Leap forth at once, and snatch the golden prize, 
Inflame his woe, by bringing it so late, 
And stab him in tlie crisis of his fate. 
Since Adam's family, from first to last, 
Now into one distinct survev 18 cast, 
Look round, vainglorious Muse; and vou whoe'er 
Devote yoursely 0s to Fame, as think her fair, : 
Look round, * and seek the lights of human rac, 
Whose shining acts Time's brightest annals grace! 
Who for de 4 sects, Crowns Congrer 'd or reg 453 
Gave names to nations, or fam'd empires join'd; 
Who rais'd the 2 vale, and laid the m9urtairs lows 
And taught obed/ent rivers where to flow ; 
Who with vast fleets, as with a mighty chain, 
Could bind the madness of the roaring mat ; 
All lost! all unditiogutsh'd ! no where found! | 
How will this truth in Bourbon 5p alacc sound! 
That 4orr, on which th' Amit King on hig! 
From all eternity, has fix'd his eye, 
Whethe 1 his rig! t hand favour'd or annoy'd, 
Conrinu'sd, alter'd, threaten'd, & destroy d; 
Souther 
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Southern or eastern sceptre downward hurl'd, 

Gave north or west dominion o'er the world; 

The point of , for which the world was built, 

For which the 4/904 of GOD use l was spilt, 

That dreadful azgment is arriv'd. 
Aloft, the scats of bliss their pomp display, 

Brighter than brightness 7/15 distinguish'd day: 

Less glorious when of old th' eternal Sou 

From realms of ut return'd with trophies won; 

Through Head us high gates when he triumphant 

rode, 

And shouting angels hail'd the vH Gob. 

Horrors bencath, darkness in darkness, Hell 

Ot Hell, where torments behind torments dwell ; 

A furnace formidable, decp, and wide, 

O'crboiling with a mad sulphureous ride, 

Expands its jaws, most dreadful to survey, 

And roars outrageous for the destin'd prey: 

The sons of /g At, scarce unappall'd, look down, 

And ncarcr press Heav'r s everlasting throne, 
Such is the scene, and Gre short 19ment's Spack 


* Concludes the hopes and fears of human race, 


Proceed who dares {-—l trembic as 1 write : 
The whole creation swims before my sight: 
see, I sce the Judge's frowning brow 3 
Say not 'tis d1stant; 1 behold it now: 

1 taint, my tardy blood forgets to flow, 


My soul recoils at the stupendous woe; 


That woe, those pangs, which from the guilty 
breast 

In these, or words like these, shall be exprest: 

« Who burst the barriers of my peaceful grave ? 
« Ah! cruel Death, that would no longer save, 
Hut grudg'd me e'en that narrow dark abode, 
„And cast me out into the wrath of Cod; 
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To the great Judge with holy pride they turn, 
And dare behold th' Almighty's anger burn; 
Its flash sustain, against its terror rise, 
And on the dread tribunal fix their eyes. 
Are these the forms that mou/der'd in the dust? 
Oh the transcending g of the just 
Yet still some thin cemains of fear and Word? 
Th' infected brightness of their Jy pollute. 
Thus the chaste bridegroom, when the priest 
draws nigh, 
Beholds his blessing with a trembling eye, 
Feels doubtful passions throb in ev'ry vein, 
And in his cheeks are mingled joys and pain ; 
Lest still some intervening cance Should risc, 
Leap forth at once, and snotch the golden prize, 
Inflame his woe, by bringing it $0 late, 
And giab him in the crisis of his fate. 
Since Adam's family, from first to last, 
Now into one distinct survey 1s cast, 
Look round, vainglorious Muse; and you whoe'er 
Devote yourselv es to V. ame, an d think her fair, 
Look round, and seek the / lights of hunian race 
Whose shining acts Time's br: ightest annals grace! 
Who fourde 4 sects, crowns conguer d or resign ds 
Gave names to nations, or fam'd empires join'd; 
Who rais'd the vale, and laid the mourtairs lows 
And taught obedient rivers where to flow ; 
Who with vast f-&7s, as with a mighty chain, 
Could bind the madness of the roaring 97477 ; 
All lost! all undstinguish'd! no where found 
How will this truth in Bourbon's Pp acc sound! 
Tha it our, on which th' Amp ity King on hi; by 
From all etc rmty y, has fix'd his eye; 
Whethe 1 his rig ght hand favour'd or annoy'd, 
Conrin 'd, FRI er di thraaten J, I destroy 'd; 
Souther 
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Southern or eastern sceptre downward hurl'd, 
Gase north or west dominion o'er the world; 
The point of 7/me, tor which the world was built, 
For which the 4/904 of Go himsetf was spilt, 
That dreadful moment is arriv'd. 
Aloft, the scats of bliss their pomp display, 
Brighter than brightness % distinguish'd day: 
Less glorious when of old th' eternal Son 
From realms of 2774t return'd with trophies won; 


Through Head us high gates when he triumphant 


rode, 
And shouting angels hail'd the wi&or Gop. 
Horrors bencath, darkness in darkness, Hell 
Ot Heil, where torments behind torments dwell ; 
A furnace formidable, deep, and wide, 
O'crboiling with a mad sulphureous tide, 
Expands its jaws, most dreadful to survey, 
And roars outrageous for the destin'd prey: 
he sons of % gt, $carec unappall'd, look down, 
And ncarer press Heav 2's everlasting throne. 
Such is the scene, and ore short moment's Spack 
« Concludes the hopes and fears of human race. 
Proceed who dares l tremble as 1 write : 
The whole creation swims before my sight: 
t see, | see the Frdge's frowning brow 3 
Say not 'tis d15/anut; 1 behold it wow : 
1 taint, my tardy blood forgets to flow, 
My soul recoils at the stupendous woc; ; 
That woe, those pangs, which from the guiity 
breast | 
In these, or words like these, shall be exprest ; 
„% Who burst the barriers of my peaceful grave ? 
« Ah! cruel Death, that would no longer save, 
Hut grudg'd me e' en that narrow dark abode, 
„And cast me out into the wrath of God , 
+ Where 
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Where shrieks, the roaring flame, the rat- 
„ tling chain, 

And all the dreadful eloquence of pain, 

Our only song; black firc's malignant light, 

The sole refreshment of the lasted $ight. 

«© Must all those pow'rs Heav'n gave me to 
* supply 

My soul with pleasure, and bring in my joy, 

Rise up in arms against me, join the foe, 

Sense, reason, memory, increase my woe? 

And shall my voice, ordain'd on hymns to dwell, 

Corrupt to groans, and blow the Gen of Hell? 

Oh! must 1 look with terror on my gain, 

And, with existence, only measure —— ? 

W hat! no reprieve, no least indulgence givin, 

No beam of hope, from any point of He av':: / 

Ah Mercy! Mercy! art thou dead above ? 

Is Love extinguish'd in the Source of Love? 

„Bold that 1 am, did Heav'n stoop down to 
« Hell? 

Th' expiring Lord of life my rznsom scal? 

Have 4 not been industrious to provoke ? 

From his embraces obstinately broke ? 

Pursu'd and panted for his mortal hate ? 

Earn'd my destruction, labour'd out my fate ? 

And dare Ion extinguish'd love exclaim 

Take, take full vergeance, rouse the slack'n- 
ing flame; 

Just is my lot—but, oh! must it transcend 

The reach of time, despair a distant ond ? 

Wich dreadful growth, shoot forward and arise, 

Where Thought can't follow, and bold Fancy dis? 

„Never] Where falls the soul at that dread 
sound? | ” 

Down an adyss how dark, and how profound 

| «« Down 
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Down, down, (I still am falling, horrid pain!) 
Ten thousand thousand fathoms still remain 
lunge but still begun—and this for gin 7 

>. colin | offend, it I had never been, 

But still increas'd the senseless happy mass, 
low d in the streum, or shiver'd in the prass? 

« Father of mercies why from silent cartn 

Didet thou awake and curse me into birth? 

Tear me from quict, ravish me from night, 

And make a thankless present of thy light! 

Push into being a reverse of thee, 

And animate a clod with m7sery ? [keep 

« The veasts are happy! they come forth, and 

Short watch on carth, and then lie down to sleep: 

Pain is for man; and, oh! how vast a als 

For crimes, which made the Godhead viced 
„ in vain! 

Annull'd 4:s groans, as far as in them lay, 

And tlung his agomes and death away ? 

As our dire punishment for ever stropg, 

Our constitution too, for cver voung. 

Curst with returns of vigour, still the same, 

Pow'rful to bear, and satisfy the flame; 


Still ro be caught, and still to be pursu'd! 


1% perish still, and still to be renew'd! 
* And this, my Help, my God! at thy decree ? 
Nature is chang” d, and Hall should succour me. 
And canst thou, then, look down from per— 
«fect bliss, 

And sce me plunging in the dark abyss: . 
Calling thee Father in a sea of fire? 
Or pouring blasphemics at / desire? 
With mortals anguish, wilt thou raise thy name, 
And, by my pangs, Omnipolence proch1 im? 

WP Thou, 
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„Thou, who canst toss the planets to and fro, 

Contract not thy great vengeance to my woc; 

„Crush worlds ; in hotter flames fall'n angels lay; 

On me almighty wrath is cast away. 

« Call back thy thunders, Lord] hold in thy rage, 

«© Nor with a speck of wretchedness engage : 

Forget me quite, nor stoop a rm to blame, 

But lose me in the greatness of thy name. 

« Thou art all / we, all mercy, all divine, 

And shall I make those glories cease to shine? 

Shall sinful man grow great by his offence, 

% And from its course turn back Omnipogtence ? 

« Forbidit! and oh! grant, great Gop! at lea>t 

This one, this s/ender, almost 79 request; 

When I hav ce wept a /housand lives away 

When torment 1s grown weary of its prey ; 

« When | have rav d /-72 thous ny 4 years in tire, 
Ten thousand thousand, let me then expire.” 

Deep anguish ! but too 4%; the hopeless g., 

Bound to the bottom of the 577 ug pool, 

Though loath, and ever loud blaspheming, owns 

He's Jus stly doom d to pour etrrnal groans ; 
Enclos'd with horrors, and transtfix d w ith Pain, 

Rolling in vengeance, struggling with his chain, 
To talk to fiery tempests, to implore 

The raging flame to give its bur ning o'er; 

To toss, to writhe, to pant beneath his lo! id, 

And bear the weigh, of an offended Gop. 

The favour'd of their Judge in triumph move, 
To take possession of their 7hrores above; 
Satan's accurst desertion to supply, 

And fill the vacant stations of the sky; 
Again to kindle long ee d rays, 
And with new lig hrs dilate the heav 'nly blaze ; 


Ta 
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To crop the roses of immortal yort/, 
And drink the fountain head gf sacred ,,; 
Toswim in scas of 4/755 ; tostrike the string, 
And lift the voice to their Almighty King ; 
To lose eternity in grateful lays, 
And fill Heav'n's wide circumference with pra! ©. 
But I attempt the wondrous height in vain, 
And leave unfinish'd the too lofty strain; 
What boldly I begin let others end; 
My strength exhausted, fainting I descend, 
And chuse a less, but no ignoble theme, 
Dissolving elements, and worlds in flame. 
The fatal period, the great hor is come, 
And Nature shrinks at her approaching doom: 
Loud peals of thunder give the sign, and all 
Heaw 1's terrors in array Surround the 2: 
Sharp lightning» with tac meteor's blaze conspire, 
And, darted downward, set the erg on tire: 
Black rising clouds the thicken'd ettiet choke, 
And spiry flames dart through the rolling smoke, 
With keen vibrations cut the sullen night, 
And strike the darken'd sky with dreadiul light; 
From Heav'z's four regions, Witti immortal torce, 
Angeh drive on the wind > unpetudas course, 
T' enrage the flaine; it $preads, it $vars on tugh, 
Swells in the storm, and billows trough the Ky: 
H:re winding pyramids on hre azcenc, 
Cities and deserts in one rum blend; 
Here blazing volumes, watted, ovocrvtelm 
Thc spacious face of a far distant reulm; 


* 


{5cre, undermin'd, down rush cternal hills, 
The ncighb'ring vales the vasr destruction tilts, 
Hecear'st thou chat dreadful crack? that scon 
which broke 
Like pcals of thunder, and the centre hock 
K k 3 What 
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What wonders must that groan of Nature tell? 

0/ympus there, and mighty Aras, fell; 

WW luck deem'd above the reach of fare to stand, 

A tow ' ring monument of Gop's right hand; 

Now dust and smoke, Whose brow so lately spread 

O'er shelter'd countries its diffusive shade. | 
She me that celebrated spot, where all 

The various rulers of the sever'd ball 

Have humbly sought wealth, honour and redress ; 

That land which Heav'n seem'd diligent to bless, 

Once call” d Britannia; can her glories end? 

And can't surrounding scas her realms defend? 

Alas! in flames behold Surrounding Scas ! 

Like oil, their waters but augment the blaze. 
Some angel say, Where ran proud As:a's bound? 

Or where with fruits was fair Kurth crown'd ? 

Where stretch'd waste Lybia? Where did India's 

Sparkle in diamonds, and her golden ore? store 

Hach lost in each, their mingling Kingdoms glow, 

And all dissolv'd, one fiery deluge flow : 

Thus Earth's contending monarchies are join'd, 

And a full period of ambition find. 
And now whate'er or swims, or walks, or flics, 

Inhabitants of sca, or earth, or skies; 

Al on whom Adam's wisdom fix'd, a name, 

All plunge, and perish in the conqu'ring fame. 
This globe alone would but defraud the fire, 

Stari its devouring rage; the flakes aspire, 

And catch the clouds, and make the Heaw 4 

their prey; 

The gun, the moon, the stars, all melt away; 

All, 4 is lost; no monument, no sign, 

Where once $9 proudly blaz'd the gay machine. 

So bubbles on the foaming stream expire, 

So as that scatter from the kindling tire: 
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The devastations of one dreadful hour 
The great Creator s six days v ork devour, 
A mighty, mighty ruin! yet one 5927 
Has more to boast, and far o utweighs the whole; 
Exalted in superior excellence, 
Casts down to 1: thing such a vast expence. 
Have you not cen th cternal mountains nod, 
And earth dis-olving, a descending GOD ? 
W hat strange surprizes through all Nature ran? 
4 Or wh these revolutions, but for man ? | 
"or him, On: /potence new mcagurcs takes; 
— him, e all eternity awakes; 
Pours on him gifts sufficient to supply 
Heav'n's os, ind with fresh glorics fill the sky. 
Think deeply then, O man, how great thou 
art: 
Pay thysclf homage with a trembling heart; 
Wnat angels guard, no longer dare ne glekt, 
it, affront not Go D's respect. 
Enter the sacred tempic of thy breast, | 
And gaze and wander tlicre, a ravish'd guest; | 
Ga 20 on those hidden treasures thou shalt find; F 
Wander through all the glories of. thy mind. ' 
07 perfect 4 20 C 1 ge, sce, the dawning light 
Coretcls a noon most exquisitely bright F: 
Here, springs of endless 75y arc breaking Ret. 
There, buds the promise of celestial Sb 
Hari winch must ripen. in a happicr clime, | 
And orighter SUN, beyo nd the bounds of 7120 
ou, minor, canst not Zucss thy vast estat Cy 
What Storcs, on forcign- cor ots, thy lane ding waits 
de not th, clain il, let / rue Par th be trod; 
Uius glad all Heav'u, and please that bounteous | 
Gop, 
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Who, to light thee to pleasures, hung on high 
Yon radiant orb, — regent of the sky: 
That service done, 77s beams shall fade away, 
And Go shine forth in one eternal day, 


THE ENDs 
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